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spring speaks agaiiiy and all our ivoods are stirred^ 
Atid all our nvidc glad nuastcs ajiower around, 

That Uvice have heard keen ApriVs clarion sound 
Smee here we first together saw a7td heard 
Springes light reverberate and reiterate word 
Shine forth and speak in season. Life stands crowned 
Here with the best one thing it ever found, 

As of ray souVs best birthdays dawns the third. 

There is a friend that as the wise man saith 
Cleaves closer titan a brother: nor to vie 
Hath time not shown, through days like waves at 
strife, 

This truth more sure than all things else but death, 
This pearl most perfect found in all the sea 
That washes toward your feet these waifs of life. 


The Pihes, 

A^ril xGSa. 
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TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE 



PRELUDE, 


TRISTRAM AND ISEULT 

Love, that is first and kst of all things made, 

The light that has the living world for shade, 

The spirit that for temporal veil has on 
The souls of all men woven in unison, 

One fiery raiment with all lives inwrought 
And lights of sunny and starry deed and thought, 
And alway through new act and passion new 
Shines the divine same body and beauty through, 

The body spiritual of fire and light 
That is to worldly noon as noon to night 
Love, that is flesh upon the spirit of man 
And spirit within the flesh whence breath began 
Love, that keeps all the choir of lives in chime ; 

Love, that is blood within the veins of time ; 

That wrought the whole world without stroke of hand. 
Shaping the breadth of sea, the length of land. 

And with the pulse and motion of his breath 
Through the great heart of the earth strikes life and 
death, 



10 


TSJSTRAlf Of nONCSSl^ 


For tliwe too, the« in3f lews U'rte my tinai, 
Sa^ Cmte, saw Cod v« 2 ste ty fam, 

With bps that thuedered and with f«t that trod 
Before men* eyes irccgn^salfc Cod , 

Saw lore and '»Taih and light and tight fd fee 
Live with one liie and a ote tnov.th rc'j irc. 

And ta one golden sound th'it w^olc soU heard 
Sounding, one sweet tmmitigable word 


They have the night, who hid hVe u* the day ; 
Uc, whom day birds, shall have the ntght « tier 
^^e, from the fetter* of the 1 ght unbcuid. 

Healed of out wound ofhvtn;;, *hail »1<^ sound 
AB gifts but one the jcaloj God cay heep 
From our souls longing, one be aenol-slstjv 
This, though he grudge aB od er grate to gnyCT. 
^ grace hia dosed hand carnet choose hut sjlait. 
This, though his ear be scaled to aU thjt hve, 

Ee « hgUy given et lodly. Cod mu.t give. 

« c, Rs the men whrse name on canh „ 1-0^5. 

^ too shaU surely pas* out of the sun ^ 
of ihe sound and eydess IgVj thma. 

^Mde a, the stretch of Uds Lme wandcnnrwmgs, 
Ide as the naked wor»d «d shndowifts, ^ 
^d long lived as the world*, own weannos. 

Us t«. when aU the fees of time are cedd 

fe>gh^ Shall bide u, and the dejitha hold 
Hs too, when all de tea,* of Une w dv 

^^oightsl^hshtenfrornhert^les,^^ 

Efercf I, the day and eyeless dl Its Idh 

But the large unhewilderedeyeofl^ 
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Hath sense and speculation; and the sheer 
Limitiess length of lifeless life and clear, 

The timeless space wherein the brief worlds move 
Clothed with light life and fruitful with light love, 
With hopes that threaten, and with fears that cease, 
Past fear and hope, hath in it only peace. 

Yet of these lives inlaid with hopes and fears, 
Spun fine as fire and jewelled thick with tears, 
These lives made out of loves that long since were, 
Lives wrought as ours of earth and burning air, 
Fugitive flame, and water of secret springs, 

And clothed with joys and sorrows as with wings, 
Some yet are good, if aught be good, to save 
Some while from washing wreck and wrecking ^Yave. 
Was such not theirs, the twain I take, and give 
Out of my life to make their dead life live 
Some days of mine, and blow my living breath 
Between dead lips forgotten even of death ? 

So many and many of old have given my twain 
Love and live song and honey-hearted pain, 

Whose root is sweetness and whose finit is swee^ 

So many and with such joy have tracked their feet, 
A\Tiat should I do to follow? yet I too, 

I have the heart to follow, many or few 
Be the feet gone before me ; for the way, 

Rose-red with remnant roses of the day 
Westward, and eastward white with stars that break, 
Between the green and foam is fair to take 
For any sail the sea-wind steers for me 
From morning into morning, sea to sea. 



the sailing of the swallow 


About the middle music of the spring 
Came from the castled shore of Ireland's king 
A fair ship stoutly sailing, eastward bound 
And south by Wales and all its wonders round 
To the loud rocks and ringing reaches home 
That take the wild wrath of the Cornish foam, 

Past Lyonesse unswallowed of the tides 
And high Carlion that now the steep sea hides 
To the wind-hollowed heights and gusty bays 
Of sheer Tintagel, fair with famous days. 

Above the stem a gilded swallow shone. 

Wrought with straight wings and eyes of glittering 
stone 

As hying sunward oversea, to bear 

Green summer with it through the singing air. 

And on the deck between the rowers at dawn, 

As the bright sail with brightening wind was drawn, 
Sat with full face against the strengthening light 
Iseult, more fair than foam or dawn was white. 
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He* gate was g^a4 jast lore's wa sirgWiS 0^ 

And her &ice lo\ ely past draitc of love. 

Past thought and speech her loa^den laotioas srere, 
And a tnoit golden fannse im her bait 
The very veil of her bright flesh vras made 
As of hght vwjca and moonbeam coloured shade 
Mere fine than moonbeams , white her eyelids shone 
As snow son stneVeft that endurm the sna. 

And through their curled and coloured douds of deep 
tuminous Ushes thick as dreams m sleep 
Shone as the sea's depth swallowing up the sky’s 
The spnnga of ununagmable eyes. 

As the wa\tfs subtler emerald is pierced throngb 
With the utmost heaven’s mcxtncablc blue. 

And both are woven and molten in one sleight 
Of amewms cnlout and implicated light 
■Under the golden guard and gaic of noon. 

So glowed therf ayless amottraa plcailune, 

Azure and gold and ardent grey, made strange 
\t1lh fiery diflcrenca sni deep vnterchangt 
InatpIicaLle of glones mnlnform , 

Kow as the sullen sapphire swdls toward stonn 
Foamless, ihor bitter beauty grew acold. 

And now »£« with ardour of fine gold. 

Her flower soft bps were meek and passjonate, 
or love upon them bke a shadow safe 
Patient, a foreseen viion of sweet things^ 

A dream with eyes fast shat and plumeless wags 
That law not what man’s love Or life should bt 
Not had It ngbt nor heart to bone or see 
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What thing should come, but childlike satisfied 
Watched out its virgin vigil in soft pride 
And unkissed expectation ; and the glad 
Clear cheeks and throat and tender temples had 
Such maiden heat as if a rose’s blood 
Beat in the live heart of a lily-bud. 

Between the small round breasts a white way led 
Heavenward, and from slight foot to slender head 
The whole fair body flower-like swayed and shone 
Moving, and what her light hand leant upon 
Grew blossom-scented : her warm arms began 
To round and ripen for delight of man 
That they should clasp and circle : her fresh hands^ 
like regent lilies of reflowering lands 
^^^lose vassal firstlings, crown and star and plume, 
Bow down to the empire of that sovereign bloom, 
Shone sceptreless, and from her face there went 
A silent light as of a God content ; 

Save when, more swift and keen than love or shame, 
Some flash of blood, light as the laugh of flame. 

Broke it with sudden beam and shining speech, 

As dream by dream shot through her eyes, and each 
Outshone the last that lightened, and not one 
Showed her such things as should be borne and done. 
Though hard against her shone the sunlike face 
That in all change and week of time and place 
Should be the star of her sweet Imng soul 
Nor had love made it as his vnritten scroll 
For evil will and good to read in yet 3 
But smooth and might)^, without scar or firet. 
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Fresh and high Uted wis the helmless brow 
As the oat tree flower that tops the topmost hough, 
Ere It drop off before the perfect leaf. 

And nothing save his name he had of grief. 

The narne his mother, dying as he was horn, 
llade out of sorrow in very sorrow's scom, 

And set i* on bun smdmg in her sight, 

Tnstiam , who now, clothed with sweet youth *wi 
might. 

As a glad mttess wore that bitter name. 

The second symbol of the world for feme. 

Famous and full of fortune was bis youth 
foe the beards bloom had left his d-eek nftsmooth. 
And in his fecc a lordship of strong joy 
And height of heart no chance could curb or doy 
Lightened, and all that warmed them at fcis eyes 
liored them ss laris that tindte « they nsw 
Toward light they turn to music love the blue sftong 
sloes. 

So like the morning thtouj^h the morning mored 
Tnstram, a hght to look on and be losed. 

Song sprang between his bps and hands, and shone 
Singing, and strengthened and sank down thereon 
As a bird settles to the second flight. 

Then from beneath his harping hands with might 
Leapt, and made wav and had its fill and died, 

And all whose hearts were fed upon it sighed 
Silent, and m them all the fire of tears 
Famed as wme drunken not roth bps but cars 
Ard fitmg on his fen ent hands that 
The might 01 music ad their souls obeyed 
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With trembling strong subservience of delight, 

Full many a maid that had him once in sight 
Thought in the secret rapture of her heart 
In how dark onset had these hands borne part 
How oft, and were so young and sweet of skill ; 

And those red lips whereon the song burned still, 
Wliat words and cries of battle had they flung 
Athwart the swing and shriek of swords, so young ; 
And eyes as glad as summer, what strange youth 
Fed them so full of happy heart and truth, 

That had seen sway from side to sundering side 
The steel flow of that terrible springtide 
That the moon rules not, but the fire and light 
Of men’s hearts mixed in die mid mirth of fight 
Therefore the joy and love of him they had 
Made thought more amorous in them and more glad 
For his fame’s sake remembered, and his youth 
Gave his fame fiowerlike fragrance and soft growth 
As of a rose requickening, when he stood 
Fair in their eye, a flower of faultless blood. 

And that sad queen to whom his life was death, 

A rose plucked forth of summer in mid breath, 

A star fall’n out of season in mid throe 
Of that life’s joy that makes the star’s life glow, 

Made their love sadder toward him and more strong. 
And in mid change of time and fight and song 
Chance cast him westsvard on the low sweet strand 
Where songs are sung of the old green Irish land, 
And the sky loves it, and the sea loves best, 

And as a bird is taken to man’s breast 


c 
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The sweet sealed Iwd where sorrow sweetest sings 
Is wrapt round with them as with hands and wings 
And tahen to the sea’s heart as a Rower 
There m the luck and light of his good hour 
Chnie w Che ting’s court aoteJess man 

Tristrani, and while some half a season wn 
Abode before him harping in his hall. 

And taught siseet craft of new things Tnus-cal 
To the dear maiden mouth and innocent hands 
That for bis sake arc famous in all lands. 

Yet was not love between them, for their fate 
Lay wrapt in its appointed hour at wait, 

And had no flower to show yet, and no sting. 

But once being veaed with some post wound the king 
Bade give him comfort of sweet baths, and then 
Should Iseult watch him as his handmaiden, 

For bis more honour m men’s sight, and ease 
The ham he had with holy remedies 
Made by her mother’s magic m strange hours 
Out of live roots and life compelling flowers. 

And findiag by the wounds shape la his side 
This was the knight by whom their strength had died 
And all their might in one man overthrown 
Ilad left then shame m sight of all men shown. 

She would have shun him awordless with his sword ^ 
Yet seemed he to her so great and fur s lord 
She heaved up hand and smote not , then sard he. 
Laughing — ‘ What comfort shall this dead man be, 
Damsel? what hurt is for my blood to heal? 

But set your hand not near the toothhd steel 
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Lest tlie fang strike it' — 'Yea, the fang/ she said, 

' Should It not sting the very serpent dead 
That stung mine uncle? for his slayer art thou, 

And half my mother's heart is bloodless now 
Through thee, that mad'st the veins of all her kin 
Bleed in his wounds whose veins through thee ran thin.' 
Yet thought she how their hot chief's violent heart 
Had flung the fierce word forth upon their part 
Which bade to battle the best knight that stood 
On Arthur's, and so dying of his wild mood 
Had set upon his conqueror's flesh the seal 
Of his mishallowed and anointed steel, 

Whereof tlie venom and enchanted might 
Made the sign bum here branded in her sight 
These things she stood recasting, and her soul 
Subsiding till its wound of wrath were whole 
Grew smooth again, as thought still softening stole 
Through all its tempered passion 3 nor might hate 
Keep high the fire against him lit of late 3 
But softly from his smiling sight she passed. 

And peace thereafter made between them fast 
Made peace between two kingdoms, when he went 
Home with hands reconciled and heart content^ 

To bring fair truce 'twixt ComwalPs wild bright strand 
And the long ^^Tangling wars of that loud land. 

And when full peace was struck betwixt them twain 
Forth must he fare by those green straits again, 

And bring back Iseult for a plighted bride 
And set to reign at Mark his uncle's side. 
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So nov W 1 & feast made atid aU tnumpba done 
They sided between fte tnoonfall and the sun 
Under the spent stars eastward , but the queen 
Out of wise heart and subtle love had seen 
Such things as might be, dark as in a glaA 
And lest some doom of the=- should come to pass 
Bethought her with h t ecr^t soul a? one 
To work some charu for marrug unison 
And strike the he^rt of Iseu't to hex lord 
With power compulsive oo t an stroke of sword. 
Therefore with maivellou-i hMi» and spells she 
wrought 

To win the very wonder of her thought, 

And brewed U with her secret hands and blest 
And drew and gave out of her secret breast 
To one ber chosen and Xsculds handmaiden, 
Brangwain, and hade her hide ftom sight of men 
This marvel covered m a golden cup. 

So covering in her heart the counsel up 
As m the gold the wondrous wine lay dose , 

And when the last shout With the last enp rose 
About the bnde and btidcgroom bound to bed, 
Then should this one word of her will be said 
To her new married maiden chBd, that she 
Should dnnk with Mark this draught tn um^. 

And no bp touch it for her sake but theirs 
For wiih long love and consecratmg prayers 
The wine was hallowed for their mouths to pledge } 
And if a drop fell from the beaker’s edge 



THE SAILING OF THE SWALLOW. 21 


That drop should Iseult hold as dear as blood 
Shed from her mother’s heart to do her good. 

And having dmnk they twain should be one heart 
Who were one flesh till fleshly death should part — 
Death, who parts all. So Brangwain swore, and kept 
The hid thing by her whUe she waked or slept 
And now they sat to see the sun again 
Whose light of eye had looked on no such twain 
Since Galahault in the rose-time of the year 
Brought Launcelot first to sight of Guenevere. 

And Tristram caught her changing eyes and said S 
* As this day raises daylight from the dead 
Might not this face the life of a dead man 
And lseu\t, gazing where fce sea was wan 
Out of the sun’s way, said : * I pray you not 
Praise me, but tell me there in Camelot, 

Saving the queen, who hath most name of fair ? 

I would I were a man and dwelling there, 

That I might win me better praise than yours, 

Even such as you have; for your praise endures, 
That with great deeds ye wring from mouths of men, 
But ours— for shame, where is it ? Tell me then. 
Since woman may not wear a better here, 

Who of this praise hath most save Guenevere ? * 

And Tristram, lightening with a laugh held in— 
‘Surely a little praise is this to win, 

A poor praise and a little 1 but of these 
Hapless, whom love serves only with bowed knees, 
Of such poor women fairer face hath none 
That lifts her eyes alive against the sun 
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Arthur's sister, whom the north sess caU 

Mtstiessofisles.soyetmajes^l 

Above the aowns on younger h«ds she 

Outhgbtcuiug vruh her eyes our bte bom h^ 

. Ah,* sard Iscult, ‘ » she more tall thm 1? 

Loot I am taU and struct the mast Imd by. 

With utmost upward reach of her bright h^d , 

* And loot, tur lord, now, when I nsc and stand, 

How high with feet unlifted I can touch 

Standing straight up , could this queen do thus much! 
Nay, over tall she must be then, h'ke me , 

I^ss lair than lesser women, hlay this be. 

That stiU she stands the second stateliest there. 

So mote than many so much younger fair. 

She, bom when yet the ting your lord was not. 

And has the thud knight after Latmcelot 
And after you to serve her? nay, sir. then 
God made her for a godlike s gn to men.’ 


‘ Ay,’ TnsUam answered, * for a sign, a s gn — 
Would God It were not I for no planets shine 
With half such fearful loreca.t of men’s fate 
As a fair face so mote unfortunate.’ 

Then with a smile that ht not on her brows 
But moved upon her red mouth tremulous 
light as a sea bud’s motion oversea, 

‘ Yea,’ quoth Iseult, * the happier hap for me, 
With no such face to bmg men no such fate. 
Yet her might all we women bom too late 
Praise for good hap, who so enskied above 
Not more in age excels us than man’s love.’ 
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There came a glooining light on Tristram^s face 
Answering : ‘ God keep you better in his grace 
Than to sit down beside her in men's sight. 

For if men be not blind whom God gives light 
And lie not in whose lips he bids truth live, 

Great grief shall she be given, and greater give, 
For Merlin witnessed of her years ago 
That she should work woe and should suffer woe 
Beyond the race of women : and in truth 
Her face, a spell that knows nor age nor youth, 
Like youdi being soft, and subtler-eyed than age, 
With lips that mock the doom her eyes presage, 
Hath on it such a light of cloud and fire, 

With charm and change of keen or dim desire, 
And over all a fearless look of fear 
Hung like a veil across its changing cheer, 

Made up of fierce foreknowledge and sharp scorn, 
That it were better she had not been bom. 

For not love's self can help a face which hath 
Such insubmissive anguish of wan wrath, 

Blind prescience and self-contemptuous hate 
Of her own soul and heavy-footed fate, 

Writ broad upon its beauty ; none the less 
Its fire of bright and burning bitterness 
Takes with as quick a flame the sense of men 
As any sunbeam, nor is quenched again 
With any drop of dewfall ; yea, I think 
No herb offeree or blood-compelling drink 
Would heal a heart that ever it made hot 
Ay, and men too that greatly love her not, 



iiaVe no E«al go« by 

When -with his a ^^chening shy 

P3lc as a breaiWess and sm q 
Between moonnse ^ 

Oothed voth the passi ^ 

As mght vnth 5^ ^ Lamotackfi, 

n. . bi »b». ot 4“' ^ ^ 

tt,„„t»m«b.ns>0b.l»n.»dta= 

Tbal somber souls eye puts out the sun? 

AndTnstramansweied ‘Smelj.as ^ 

-nns gives her soul such bitterness to drink. 

The Si bom blind, the sighdess sm 

Wrought when the summer m her b^^ Woi^ 

But scaite aflower, and sprmg first 

With bloom of dreams no fmitasc should fulfil. 

men out ot vision and desire was wrought 

The sudden sin that &om the livu^ thought 

Leaps a hve deed and dies not then there came 

On that blind sin sw ift eyesight like a flame 
Touching the dark to death, and made her mad 
With helpless knowledge that too late forbade 
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What was before the biddings and she knew 
How sore a life dead love should lead her through 
To what sure end how fearful ; and though yet 
Nor vnth her blood nor tears her w’ay be wet 
And she look bravely with set face on fate, 

Yet she kno\vs well the serpent hour at wait 
Somewhere to sting and spare not; ay, and he, 
Arthur’ 

‘The king/ quoth Iseult suddenly, 
‘Doth the king too live so in sight of fear? 

They say sin touches not a man so near 
As shame a woman ; yet he too should be 
Part of the penance, being more deep than she 
Set in the sin,’ 

‘ Nay/ Tristram said, ‘ for thus 
It fell by wicked hap and hazardous, 

That \vittingly he sinned no more than youth 
May sin and be assoiled of God and truth, 

Repenting ; since in his first year of reign 
As he stood splendid with his foemen slain 
And light of new-blown battles, flushed and hot 
With hope and life, came greeting from King Ijot 
Out of his wind-worn islands oversea. 

And homage to my king and fealty 
Of those north seas wherein the strange shapes swim, 
As from his man ; and Arthur greeted him 
As his good lord and courteously, and bade 
To his high feast ; who coming with him had 
This Queen Morgause of Orkney, his fair wif^ 

In the green middle May time of her life, 
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Aad scarce in April isas oui w tlieiv 
And goodliest was be of all fiowenng men, 

And of wbat graft as ?et bnnsdf taw nut , 

Bat told as tains m autumn was King Lot 
And gtev grown out of season so there sprang 
Swift lo\e between them, and all spnng tbtoujb. sang 
Light m then 3oyciu3 bcanng , for none knew 
The bitter bond of blood between ibctn two, 

'Iwain fathers hot one moiber, tiU too late 
The sacred mouth of Merlin set forth fete 
And brake the secret seal on Arths/e bnlh, 

Md showed his rum and h» irde on earth 
Iccrtncablc, snd light on Iwes to b<i 
For surely, though tune slay us, yet shall we 
Kave such high name and Ihid^ip of good days 
As shah sustain us Uvmg, and men’s praise 
Shall hum a beacon ht above us dead. 

And of the king how shall not this he smd 
MTien any of us from any mouth has praise, 

That Eudi were men in only this fca^s days, 
fn Arthur’s? yea, come skmc or shade, no less 
Uis name shall be one name with anignthness. 

His feme one light with sujhghr \e» tn sooth 
Hia age shall heat the burdens of ha ymUh 
And bleed feesn hts own bloodshed , for mdeed 
Ebud to him blind his sister broiighc forth see4 
^d of the chdd between them shall he bom 
Destmeuon so shall God not suffer scorn, 

Korin men’s souls and lives his law he dead,' 

And as one moved and marvelling Iseult smd • 
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* Great pity it is and strange it seems to me 
God could not do them so much right as we, 

"HTio slay not men for witless evil done j 
And these the noblest under God's glad sun 
For sin they knew not he that knew shall slay, 

And smite blind men for stumbling in fair daj^- 
What good is it to God that such should die? 

Shall the sun’s light grow sunnier in the sky 
Because their light of spirit is clean put out?’ 

And sighing, she looked from wave to cloud about, 
And even vnth that the full-grown feet of day 
Sprang upright on the quivering water-way. 

And his face burned against her meetmg face 
Most like a lover’s thrilled with great love’s grace 
Whose glance takes fire and gives ; the quick sea 
shone 

And shivered like spread wings of angels blown 
By the sun’s breath before him ; and a low 
Sweet gale shook all the foam-flowers of thin snow 
As into rainfall of sea-roses shed 
Leaf by wild leaf on that green garden-bed 
Which tempests till and sea-winds turn and plough. 
For rosy and fiery round the running prow 
Fluttered the flakes and feathers of the spray, 

And bloomed like bldssoms cast by God away 
To waste on the ardent water ; swift the moon 
Withered to westward as a face in swoon 
Death-stricken by glad tidings : and the height 
Throbbed and the centre quivered with delight 
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And depA quailed vnA passion as of loiei 
Till like Ae heart of some new mated dove 
AiTj light, and wave seemed All of burning rest, 

WiA motion as of one God’s beating breast. 

And her heart sprang in Iscull, and she drew 
"VViA all her sptnt and life Ae sviimse through, 

And through her Ips the keen tnumphant air 
Sea-scented, sweeter than land roses were, 

And through her eyes Ac whole rejoicing cast 
Sun-sauAcd, and all Ae heaven at feast 
Spread for Ae morning , and Ac imperious mirth 
Of wind and light that moved upon Ae earth, 

Making Ae spnrg, and all Ae firntful might 

And strong regeneration of ddight 

That swells Ae seedlmg leaf and sapbng man, 

Snee Ae first life in the first world began 
To bum and burgeon Arough void limbs andvans, 
And Ae first love wiA sharp sweet procreani pains 
To pierce and bring forth roses , yea, »he felt 
Through her own soul Ae sovereign morning melt. 
And ah Ac sacred passion of Ae 'un , 

And as Ae young clouds fiamed and waft undone 
About hun couung, touAed and burnt away 
In rosy rum and yellow spoil of day, 

The sweet ve3 of her body and corporal sense 
rdt Ae dawn also cleave it, and incense 
"WiA light from inward and with effluent heat 
The kadlmg soul through fleshly hands and feet 
•^d as Ae aagust great blossom of Ae dawn 
Burst, and Ae full am scarce from sea withdrawn 
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Seemed on the fiery water a flower afloat, 

So as a fire the mighty morning smote 
Throughout her, and incensed with the influent hour 
Her whole souVs one great mystical red flower 
Burst, and the bud of her sweet spirit broke 
Rose«fashion, and the strong spring at a stroke 
Thrilled, and "was cloven, and from the full sheath 
came 

The whole rose of the woman red as flame : 

And all her Mayday blood as from a swoon 
Blushed, and May rose up in her and was June. 

So for a space her heart as heavenw’ard burned : 
Then widi half summer in her eyes she turned, 

And on her lips was April yet, and smiled, 

As though the spirit and sense unreconciled 
Shrank laughing back, and would not ere its hour 
Let life put forth the irrevocable flower. 

And the soft speech between them grew again 
With questionings and records of what men 
Rose mightiest, and what names for love or fight 
Shone starriest overhead of queen or knight 
There Tristram spake of many a noble thing, 

High feast and storm of tournay round the king, 
Strange quest by perilous lands of marsh and brake 
^And circling woods branch-knotted like a snake 
And places pale with sins that they had seen 
IVhere was no life of red fruit or of green 
But all was as a dead face wan and dun; 

And bowers of evil builders whence the sun 
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Tunvs silent, and tbe woon holds hardly light 
Above them through the sich and star-crossed night. 
And of tbeir bands through whom sm* holds lay 
waste. 

And aB that strengths dishevdlcd and defaced 
■fell ruinous, and were not feotn north to south 
And of the might of Merlin's ancient mouth. 

The son uf no man's loms, begot by doom 
In speechless deep out of a spotless womb , 
for sleeping among graves where none had rest 
And ominous houses of dead hones nfehle»t 
Among di? grey grass rough as old tent haa 
And wiched bobage whitemng lihe despair 
And blown upesa wwh blasts of dolorous btoath 
I lom gaunt rate gaya and bdlow doots of death, 

A maid unspotted, sensdess of Ih e spel^ 
felt not about her bteathe some thing o! btSl 
Vihose dald and hew was Merbn , and lo him 
Great light from God gave si^l of all dungs dun 
And wisdom of aB wondrous things, to say 
IVhat root shoidd beat what Cruit of night or day. 
And sovereign speeds and counsd higher than caa , 
Wherefore his youfli like age was wise and wan, 

And his age sonowful and fam to sleep, 

■fet should sleep never, neither laugh nor weepr 
Tin tn some depth of deep sWeet land or sea 
The heavenly hands of holier Nzau*^ 

That was the nurse of I^uscdot, and most sweet 
Of all that move with magical soft feet 
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Among us, being of lovelier blood and breath. 
Should shut him in with sleep as kind as death ; 

For she could pass between tlie quick and dead : 
And of her love toward Pelleas, for whose head 
Love-wounded and world-wearied she had won 
A place beyond all pain in Avalon ; 

And of the fire that urasted afterward 
The loveless eyes and bosom of Ettarde, 

In whose false love his faultless heart had burned ; 
And now being rapt from her, her lost heart yearned 
To seek him, and passed hungering out of life : 

And after all the thunder-hours of strife 

That roared betw’een King Claudas and King Ban 

How Nimue’s mighty nursling waxed to man, 

And how firom his first field such grace he got 
That all men^s hearts bowed bourn to Launcelot, 

And how the high prince Galahault held him dear 
And led him even to love of Guenevere 
And to that kiss which made break forth as fire 
The laugh that w^as the flower of his desire, 

The laugh that lightened at her lips for bliss 
To win from Love so great a lover’s kiss : 

And of the toil of Balen all his days 

To reap but thorns for fruit and tears for praise, 

Whose hap was evil as his heart was good, 

And all his works and ways by wold and wood 
Led through much pain to one last labouring day 
WTien blood for team washed grief ^vith life away: 
And of the Idn of Arthur, and their might ; 

The misbom head of Mordred, sad as night, 
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With cold uras^e cheelis »nd eyes as keen as pam, 

And the dose angry hps of Agiavaine , 

And graaons Gawairv, scattering words as flowers, 

*rhe toiliest head of worldly paramours , 

And the fur hand of Gareth, found in fight 
Strong as a sea beast's tushes and as wVutc > 

And of the ting’s self, glonous yet and glad 
For all the tod and doubt of doom he had, 

Clothed with men's loves and fuU of kingly days. 

'Then Iseult said ‘ Let each knight have hw piai*e 
And each good man good witness of his worth , 

But when men laud the second name on earth, 

"Whom would they praise to have no worldly peer 
Sale him whose love mates glorious Guenevcre?’ 
‘Hay,' Tristram said, ‘ such man as he is none.’ 
‘IVhat,’ said she, 'there is none such under sun. 

Of ah the large earth’s livmg? yet I deemed 
Men spake of one — but maybe men that dreamed, 
Pools and tongue-smcken, wttlc«, babbler's breed— 
That for all high things was hm pcmr indeed 
Save this one highest, to he so loved and lore:* 

And Tnsttam * Little wi had these thereof , 

For there is none such m the world as this.’ 

‘ Ay, upon land,’ quoth Iseult * none such is, 

I doubt not, nor where fighting folk may he , 

But were there none such between sky and sea. 

The world’s whole worth were poorer than I wist ' 
AndTnstxam took bet flower white hand andkissed. 
Laughing , ttd through his tut face as in shame 
The light bloodhghtened. ‘Hear they no such name?’ 
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She said ; and he, * If there be such a word, 

I wot the queen’s poor harper hath not heard.’ 

Then, as the fuller-feathered hours grew long, 

He holp to speed their warm slow feet with song. 

• Love, is it morning risen or night deceased 
That makes the mirth of this triumphant cast ? 

Is it bliss given or bitterness put by 
Tliat malces most glad men’s hearts at love’s high feast 7 
Grief smiles, joy weeps, that day should live and die. 

‘ Is it with soul’s thirst or with body’s drouth 
That summer yearns out sunward to tlie south. 

With all the flowers that when thy birth drew nigh 
Were molten in one rose to make thy mouth? 

O love, W’hat care though day should live and die? 

• Is the sun glad of all the love on earth. 

The spirit and sense and work, of things and worth ? 

Is the moon sad because the month must fly 
And bring her death that can but bring back birth ? 

For all these things as day must live and die. 

' Love, is it day that makes thee thy delight 
Or thou that seest day made out of thy light? 

Love, as the sun and sea arc thou and I, 

Sea without sun dark, sun without sea bright ; 

The sun is one though day should live and die. 

^ O, which is elder, night or light, who knows ? 

And life or lo\c, which first of these twain grows ? 

For life is horn of love to wail and cry, 

And love is bom of life to heal his woes. 

And light of night, that day should live and die. 

O sun of heaven above the worldly sea, 

O very love, what light is this of thee I 
sea of soul is deep as thou art high, 

But all thy light is shed through all of me, 

As love’s through love, while day shall live and die,* 

T> 
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‘Nay,‘ *ud tsoiU, ‘ your song w bard to read.' 
<Ay?' sudhc ‘oriool^Maroagtohccd, 

Too slight to foil w, jt may be ? shall smg 

or love but as a thad before a king 

If by love's vtonh men rate his ■worthiDCSS? 

Yet as the poor chuil t worth to sing is less, 

Sorely the more diall be the great king’s grace 
To show for churlish love a Vmdher face.' 

* No chart,' she said, ‘hut one m soorhsayerts wise 
Wo tells but truths that help no more than bei 
I have heard men smg of love a aanplcr way 
Than these wrought nddles made of night and day, 
like jewelled reins whereon the rhyme bells bang* 
And Ttistram smiled and changed lus song and sang 


‘TketrtaUibelweea tny lips ot Ujs not nUn*, 
lite *jmt m that miVn pure traw iCn/m 
Ii M We In them ftom th» hrinf ity 
^li« eoitraj fitli my hurt wi* Wood of iWne 
And (J)ee wth me, while diy .haU tree wd die 
•Thy eottUi ifccd into we with Oiy brali. 

And to m, been e«h hembeil of the* w-th 
H<jw to A, life die lifeprwg, of me ],e 
t w Mie hit to Ik g*[ttreJ of one dtnUi 

•’>«. thw^h diy may 1,»* end die 
’if* >»» it ia oy veaa ftU 

‘h«. 

Uiu ihme ey«.ght t„ ^5^ 

Thai Aow, mem ^ ^ ^ 

, mvle mwe, wW* ^ j 

t*l if me he twnin or one, 

.””2 .f 
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* I see my soul within thine eyes, tend heat 
My spirit in all thy pulses tlirill with fear. 

And in my lips the passion of thee sigh, 

And music of me made in mine own ear ; 

Am I not thou while day shall live and die? 

^ Art thou not I as I thy love am thou? 

So let all things pass from us ; we ate now, 

For all that was and wll be, who knows why? 

And all that is and is not, who Imows how ? 

Vfho knovrs? God knows why day should live and die.’ 


And Iseult mused and spalce no word, but sought 
Through all the hushed ways of her tongueless though 
What face or covered likeness of a face 
In what veiled hour or dream-determined place 
She seemg might take for love's face, and believe 
This w^as the spirit to whom all spirits cleave. 

For that sw'eet wonder of the tv^ain made one 
And each one twain, incorporate sun ^vith sun, 

Star with star molten, soul >vith soul imbued, 

And all the soul's works, all their multitude, 

Made one thought and one vision and one song, 
Love — this thing, this, laid hand on her so strong 
She could not choose but yearn till she should see 
So went she musing down her thoughts ; but he, 
Sweet-hearted as a bird that takes the sun 
With clear strong eyes, and feels the glad god run 
Fright through his blood and wide rejoicing wings, 
And opens all himself to heaven and sings, 

Made her mind light and full of noble mirth 
With words and songs the gladdest grown on earth, 
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Tai she w»» bhA« anti h$h ef hrut «i 

So swam ihe SwiUqw tbrwigh 0 c irn"S-ng Kx 
And i»bae they sal at m st » 

a light wind fast Jutdcn ns far*h tl tbs eas* 

And blockcmns tiJ its might hid niTcd the iVirt , 
And the sea thrilled as wiih heart sunderMns 4 gh* 

One after one drawn, with each breath it drew. 

And the £teca harJene-l i^W iron b’ Je, 

And the sjft tight went oat cf all iw tee. 

Then Tnstnin girt ham for an carttnan s pbec 

\nd took h« oar and jffiote, x"d loled with ci 

In the east mnd s full Cice a^d the ttronj sea » e 

Libounng , and all the rowm rowed hard, bat ho 

More mightily than any wcancr CtrteL 

And It-jlt ira'chi’d hint rowing mth tia’ecs eja 

That lured h m but in holy girh h » ae 

For noble Joy in his tur manhress 

And trust and tender wordei , none the Jess 

She thought il God had girm her grace to be 

Man, and nuhe war on danger cf earth and ^ea. 

Even such a wan she would be , for his stroke 
Was mightiest as the Wightiet wa'er broke, 

And m sheer meaaate l"ke strong mnsic dwre 
Qeaa thtmjgh the wet wwghi of the wallowing wave, 
And « a tune before a great king jilayed 
For tnamph was the tune their strong «iokw taiie. 
And sped the ^ip through w«h smooth jtn/e of oi« 
Over the nad sea s grey foani pai-M floors. 

For an the lo„d breach of the waves at wdL 
So for an hour they fought the storm out riU, 
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And the shorn foam spun from the blades, and high 
The heel sprang from the wave-ridge, and the sky 
Glared at them for a breath’s space through tlie rain ; 
Then the bows with a sharp shock plunged again 
Do\vn, and the sea clashed on them, and so rose 
The bright stem like one panting from swift blows, 
And as a swimmer^s joyous beaten head 
Rears itself laughing, so in that sharp stead 
The light ship lifted her long quivering bows 
As might the man liis buffeted strong brows 
Out of the wave-breach ; for with one stroke yet 
Went all men’s oars together, strongly set 
As to loud music, and udth hearts uplift 
They smote their strong way through the drench and 
drift. 

Till the keen hour had chafed itself to death 
And the east wind fell fitfullj^, breath by breath, 

Tired ; and across tlie thin and slackening rain 
Sprang the face southward of the sun again^ 

Then all they rested and were eased at heart ; 

And Iseult rose up where she sat apart, 

And with her sweet soul deepening her deep eyes 
Cast the furs from her and subtle embroideries 
That wrapped her from the storming rain and spray, 
And shining like all April in one day, 

face, and throat dashed with the strajnng 
showers, 

She stood the first of all the whole world’s flowers, 
And laughed on Tristram with her eyes, and said, 

* I too have heart then, I was not afraid*' 
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Afid answmni some liglit tou'teoos word of grace 
He sarr her dear &« lighten oa hs fate 
Unwittingly, with unenamourcd ryes, 

For the last time. A live man in such wise 
Loohs in the deadly face of his faed hour 
And Uughs with hps wherein he hath no power 
To keep the life yet some five minutes' space. 

So TVistiam looked on Iseult face to lace 
And knew not, and she knew not The last ume— 
The last that should be told in any rhyme 
Heard anywhere on mouths of singing men 
That ever should sing praise of them agam , 

The last hour of their huitless hearts at rest, 

The last that peace diould touch them breast to 
breast, 

The last that sorrow fat ftom them should sit, 

This last was with them, and they knew not iL 
For Tnrtiam betng athirst with toll now spake, 
Saying, ' Iseult, for all dear love's labour's sake 
Give me to dnnlt, and give me for a pledge 
The toudi of four bps on the beaker’s edgei’ 

And Iseult soa^t and would not wake Brangwatn 
Who slept as one half dead with fear and pain. 
Being tender natuted , so with hushed light feet 
Went Iseult round her, with soft looks and sweet 
Pitying her pain , so sweet a spirited thing 
She was, and daughter of a kindly king 
And spying what strange bnght secret eba^e was 
kept 

Fast m that maid s white bosom while she slept. 



THE SAILING OF THE SWALLOW. 39 

She sought and drew the gold cup forth and smiled 
Marvelling, with such light wonder as a child 
That hears of glad sad life in magic lands j 
And bare it back to Tristram with pure hands 
Holding the love-draught that should be for flame 
To bum out of them fear and faith and shame, 

And lighten all their life up in men’s sight, 

And make them sad for ever. Then the knight 
Bowed toward her and craved whence had she this 
strange dung 

That might be spoil of some dim Asian king, 

By starlight stolen from some waste place of sands, 
And a maid bore it here in harmless hands. 

And Iseult, laughing — ' Other lords that be 
Feast, and their men feast after them; but we, 

Our men must keep the best wine back to feast 
Till they be full and we of all men least 
Feed after them and fain to fare so well : 

So with mine handmaid and your squire it fell 
That hid this bright thing from ns in a wile : ’ 

And with light lips yet full of their swift smile 
And hands that mst not though they dug a grav^ 
Undid the hasps of gold, and drank, and gave, 

And he drank after, a deep glad kingly draught : 
And all their life changed in them, for they quaffed 
Death j if it be death so to drink, and fare 
As men who change and are what these twain were. 
And shuddering with eyes full of fear and fire 
And heart-stung with a serpentine desire 
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He tojmtd aid si’s <Ke leitot in K« eyes 
Ttot yearned upon hua sbiaing in sudi mse 
a etat lud'iiny vn dvc tmdnigVit dsed, 

TKeii CJalahanlt uras die csip, and she that nuxcd# 
Not othet hand ihcse needed, not sweet spcedh 
To hue Iheii hps togedwr , each on. each 
Knn; with stian^ eyes and ho\«ed as a. hud 
Wounded, and each lonuth Uenihtcd Car a. word , 
Theix heads neared, and thest hands were drawn in 

And they saw dwh, though stall the nnsonhin sun 
Far through fine nio shot fire into the south , 

And their four hps became one bammg month. 
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Out of the night arose the second da}% 

And saw the ship^s bows break the diore^rd spray* 
As the sun’s boat of gold and fire began 
To sail die sea of heaven iinsailcd of man, 

And the soft waves of sacred air to break 
Round the prow launched into the morning’s lake, 
They saw the sign of their sea-travel done. 

Ah, was not something seen of yester-sun, 

\Vlien the sweet light that lightened all the skies 
Saw nothing fairer than one maiden’s eyes, 

That whatsoever in all time’s years may be 
To-day’s sun nor to-morrow’s sun slmli sec? 

Not while she lives, not when she comes to die 
Shall she look sunward with that sinless eye. 

Yet fairer now tlian song may shoiv them stand 
Tristram and Iseult, hand in amorous hand, 
Soul-satisfied, their eyes made great and bright 
With all the love of all the livelong night j 
With all its hours yet singing in their ears 
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No mortal tonsic caade of thouglita and tears, 

But such a song, past conscjmce of man’s thought, 

As heancgfte grows god and fcnoiFs it aofc 
Nought else they saw nor heard but what the night 
Had left tor seal upon their sense and sight, 

Sound of past pulses beating, fire of amorous light- 
Enough, and overmuch, and never yet 
Enough, though love still hungenog feed and fret, 

To hU the cup of night whieh dawn must overset 
For still their eyes were dnaraer than wth tears 
And dizna from divmer sounds their ears 
Than though &om choral thunders of the qumng 
spheres. 

They heard not bow the landward waters rang, 

Nor -aw where high into the morning sprang, 

Rnren Irom the shore and bastioned with the sea, 
Toward sommns where the north wind s nest might be, 
A wave walled palace with its eastern gate 
Foil o£ the svmme now and wide at wait. 

And on the mighty moulded stairs that clotnb 
Sheer from the fiTce tip of the lapping foam 
The loiighte of 'Mark, that stood before the wall. 

So wuh loud joy and storm of festival 
Thi^ brought the bnde m up the towciy way 
That rose again >t the rising front of day, 

Stair based on stair, between the rocb cahewn. 

To thote strange halls wherethrough the bdal tune 
^ng loud or lower fioia soft or stteogthenmg sea. 
Tower shoadenng tower, to wmdwsrd and to lee, 
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With change of floors and stories, flight on flight, 

That domb and curled up to the crowning height 
Whence men might see wide east and west m one 
And on one sea waned moon and mounting sun. 

And severed from the sea*tock^s base, where stand 
Some worn walls yet, they saw the broken strand, 

The beachless cliff that in the sheer sea dips, 

The sleepless shore inexorable to ships, 

And the straight causeway’s bare gaunt spine between 
The sea-spanned walls and naked mainland's green. 

On the mid stairs, between the light and dark, 
Before the main tower’s portal stood King Mark, 
Crowned : and his face was as the face of one 
Long time athirst and hungering for the sun 
In barren thrall of bitter bonds, who now 
Thinks here to feel its blessing on his brow. 

A swart lean man, but kiuglike, still of guise, 

With black streaked beard and cold unquiet eyes, 
Close-mouthed, gaunt-cheeked, wan as a morning 
moon, 

Though hardly time on his worn hair had strewn 
The tiun first ashes from a sparing hand : 

Yet little fire there burnt upon the brand, 

And way-worn seemed he with life's wajffaring. 

So between shade and sunlight stood the king, 

And his face changed nor yearned not toward his bride 
But fixed between mild hope and patient pride 
Abode what gift of rare or lesser worth 
This day might bring to all his days on earth. 
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But &t Uie glory of bet when she canre 
H« heart endured uot i ery fear and shame 
Smote him, to tahe her by the hand and kiss, 

Till both were molten m the hurmng bliss, 

And with a thm flame flushing his cold face 
He led her sflent to the bridal place 
There were they wed and hallowed of the priest * 
And all the loud time of the marriage feast 
One thought within three hearts was as a fire, 
Where craft and fajjh took counsel with desire. 

For when the feast had made a glorious end 
They gave the new lyieeti for her maids to tend 
At dawn of bnde mght, and thereafter hnng 
With marriage music to the bndegroora king. 

Then by cievicc of craft between them laid 
To him Went Erangwain delicately, and ptaved 
That this thing e\en for love’s sake might not be, 
But without sound or light or eye to sec 
She might come in to bride bed and he laughed, 
As one that wist not well of wise lovers craft, 

And hade all bridal things be as she would. 

Yet of bis gentleness be gat not good , 

For clothed and coveted with die nuptial dark 
Soft like a bnde came Brangwam to King Mark, 
And to the queen came Tristram , and the night 
Fled, and e« danger of delectne light 
From the fcmg sleeping Braogwam slid away, 

And wbese had lam. her hajidtomd Isesilt lav 
And the bag waking saw beside bs head 
Ihal face W passiou-coloured, amorous red 
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Frota lips not his, and all that strange hair shed 
Across the tissued pillows, fold on fold, 

Innumerable, incomparable, all gold, 

To fee men’s eyes with wonder, and with love 
Men’s hearts ; so shone its flowering crown above 
The brows enwound with that imperial wreath, 

And framed with fragrant radiance round the face 
beneath. 

And the king marvelled, seeing with sudden start 
Her very glory, and said out of Ins heart 3 
^What have I done of good for God to bless 
That all this he should give me, tress on tress, 

AU this great wealth and wondrous? Was it this 
That in mine arms I had all night to kiss, 

And mix with me this beauty ? this that seems 
More fair than heaven doth in some tired saint’s 
dreams, 

Being part of that same heaven? yea, more, for he, 
Though loved of God so, yet but seems to see, 

But to me sinful such great grace is given 
That in mine hands I hold this part of heaven 
Not to mine eyes lent merely. Doth God make 
Such things so godlike for man’s mortal sake ? 

Have I not sinned, that in this fleshly life 
Have made of her a mere man’s very wife?’ 

So the king mused and murmured ; and she heard 
The faint sound trembling of each breathless word 
And laughed into the covering of her hair. 

And many a day for many a month as fair 
Slid over them like music ; and as bright 
Burned with love’s offerings many a secret night. 
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AsvAtnaiiT a dawn to many a fiery noon 
Kcw pretndo^ wtea the horn’s heart Tundlmg tone 
lat the Uve woods with sovereign sound of inutb 
Before the mightiest huntsman hailed on eanh 
Lord of its lordliest pleasure, where he rode 
Hard by her vein whose peerless presence Riowed 
Not as that white queen's of the virgin hunt 
Once, whose crown aescent braies the night wind’s 
brunt, 

But with the sun for frontlet of a queenher front* 

PoT where the flashing of her face was tumeil 
Aa lightning was the fiery light that burned 
From eyes and brows euLmdled mote with s^i^id 
And rapture of the rushing of her Steed 
Than once with only beauty , and her mouth 
Was as a rose athirst that pants for drouth 
Even while u laughs for pleasure of desire, 

And all her heart was as a leaping fire. 

Yet once more joy they took of woodland way* 

Than came of all those flushed and fiery days 
When the loud air was mad with life and sound. 
Through many a dense gtetn mae, of horn and hound 
Before the km^s bunt going along the wind, 

And ere the tandy leaves were changed oi thinned. 
Even lO mid maze ot summer 1 or the knight 
Forth was once ridden toward some frontier fight 
Against the lewd folk of the Chnstless lands 
That warred with wild and intermittent bau ds 
Against the kin^s north border anddiffrecsme 
A kmght uachmtened > et of unknown nap,-. 
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Svrart Palaniede, upon a secret quest, 

To high Tintagd, and abode as guest 
In likeness of a minstrel the king* 

Nor was there man could sound so otccI a string, 
Save Tristram onlj-, of all held best on cartlu 
And one loud eve, being full of wine and mirtli, 
lExe sunset left the nulls and waters dark, 

To that strange minstrel strongly swore King Mark, 
By all that makes a knight's faith firm and sttohg^ 
TJiat he for guerdon of his harp and song 
Might crave and have his liking* Straight ther^ came 
Up the svrart cheek a dash of swarthier flame, 

And the deep eyes fulfilled of glittering night 
Laughed out in hghtnings of triumphant light 
As the grim fiarper spake : king, I crave 

No gift of man that king may give to slave, 

But this thy crowded queen onl)% this thy wife, 

Whom yet unseen I loved, and set my life 
On this poor chance to compass, even as here. 

Being fairci: famed than all save Guenevere.^ 

Then as the noise of seaward storm tliat mocks ^ 
With roaring laughter from reverberate rocks 
The cry from ships near shipwreck, harsh and high 
Rose all the wrath and wonder in one ciy 
Through all the long roofs hollow depth and length 
That hearts of strong men kindled in their strength 
May speak in laughter lion-like, and cease, 

Being w^earied : only tivo men held their peace 
And each glared hard on other : but King Mark 
Spake first of tliese: 'Man, though thy craft be dark 
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And thy mind evil that begat this thing, 

Yet stands the word once plighted of a king 
Fast and albeit less ervil it » ete for me 
To give mv life np than my wife, or be 
A landless man crowned only vnth a curse. 

Yet dus in Gods and all men’s sight were worse. 

To hve soul shamed, a man of broken tooth, 

Abhoned of men as 1 abhor mine oath 
tVhich yet I may forswear not' And he bowed 
His head, and wept and all men wept aloud. 

Save one, that heard him weeping but the queen 
Wept not and *tatelier yet than eyes had seen^ 

That ever kiolced upon her queenly state 
She rose, and in her eyes her heart was great 
And full of wrath seen manifest and scorn 
More strong than anguish to go thence forlorn 
Of all men’s comfort and her natural right. 

And they went forth into the dawn of night 
long by wild ways and clouded light they rode, 
Silent, and fear less keen at hean abode 
With Iseult than with Palatnede for awe 
Constrained him, and the might of love’s high law. 
That can make lewd men loyal , and his heart 
Yearned on her, if perchance with amorous art 
And soothfast skill of Very love he might 
For courtesy find favour m her sight 
And comfort of her m«aes for he wist 
More grace might come of that sweet mouth unkissed 
Than joy for violence done it, that should make 
His name abhorred for shame s disloyal sake 
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And in die stormy starlight clouds were thinned 
And thickened by short gusts of changing ivind 
That panted like a sick man's fitful breath: 

And like a moan of lions hurt to death 
Came the sea's hollow noise along the night. 

But ere its gloom from aught but foam had light 
They halted, being aweary : and the knight 
As reverently forbore her where she lay 
As one that watched his sister’s sleep till day. 

Nor durst he kiss or toucli her hand or hair 
For love and shamefast pity, seeing how fair 
She slept, and fenceless from the fitful air. 

And shame at heart stung nigh to death desire, 

But gdef at heart burned in him like a hre 
For hers and his oivn sorrowing sake, that had 
Such grace for guerdon as makes glad men sad, 

To have their will and want it. And the day 
Sprang : and afar along the wild waste way 
They heard the pulse and press of hurrying hor^.c 
hoofs play ; 

And like the rushing of a ravenous flame 
Whose wings make tempest of the darkness, came 
Upon them headlong as in thunder borne 
Forth of the darkness of the labouring mom 
Tristram: and up fortliright upon his steed 
Leapt, as one blithe of battle, Palamede, 

And mightily with shock of horse and man 
They lashed togetlier : and fair that fight began 
As fair came up that sunrise ; to and fro, 

With knees nigh staggered and stout heads bent 1 o\y 

E 
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Twn oA <juicV Aod. ct OT ttO'-t t 
HceM the tlton, siewis VA'T-T'i-CTtd 

And hcmensd lu*>» vidi piss'Mv cf tV‘r 
A* s'l'^r tlw »loJi *pean »\ockcd ttjv.0. 4ni 
Sh 3 rs»-s , 0»ta»V J si'O'd vi coch kr d-r^. 

Th-y i aod £;Jn'd full tovji’y, w Unj 
Thrt Vj* tj itc »o lait » tVn^c 
A can ci^bt wcW Vave ^wen oui of lia I 
One yen’* ■vo d sp-cc ii l-Jtn otlute or W Jo 
As when ^ li'T’bi ronb nsier g*eal cf keart* 

ScattcTJC? lb* siienjd'S of itiudions, hii's 
Sbip (taci sS p Vd»\is\ns s\'i'en\\y, vn svidv \od 
As cams bll niin-'Wi\li even sa sJons; rcctil 
Back were the steed- hax\i bo's the s-j^-ar-shozk.luB 
And fo led of triumph ircn snth «ied tc-a 
And scoVe of spur, inveleate, either tnight 
Bote in sgnn u^ion ha foe «tith ttinUt, 

Kent hun:^ for the hot mouthed fenst of f.ght 
And ah athust ot misttty but fu\t soon 
The jimng notes of that tempesrao’as tune 
Tth, and m mighty wish, wade of hands 
Contending, chmotnus ihrouqh the load smite Uadh 
Broke at once off, and shsitered from ha steed 
Fell, as a mammal lUininj, Valitnede, 

Stunned and those lovers left him vrherc he hj, 
And lightly tbtOfu&h green Usms they rode armv 
There was a l«v»et beyond man’s eye more £uf 
Than e:ver sunnnet dews and sunniest air 
Fed full vnth rest and mdatict till the bough* 

Had urousht a roof as for a hohet house 
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And under cJiirgs cf sun ard star and moon 
riotjvsiied »d ftH the chajiUls troveft of June, 

And &tr tfuoogh fentJm of tSe deepentag sky 
Panted and passed tbe boon that Ut July, 

And each day ble >-cd them out of hearen above. 

And each ni^iht crowned them with the aown of love. 
Nor till the might of Angutt overhead 
Weighed on the world was yet one ro^leaf shed 
Or all their joys warm cconil, jjor aught 
Touched them m passing ever with a thought 
That ever thu might end on any day 
Or any mght not love them wheie they lay , 

But Uke a babbling tale of barren breath 
Seemed aH report and mmont held of death. 

And a false bruit the Irgeod tear imj,earled 
That such * thing as change was w the world. 

And each bright song upon his bps that came, 
Mocting the powers of change and death by name. 
Blasphemed their bitter godhead, and dened 
Time, though dothed round nrith mm as taags with 
pitde. 

To blot the glad Lfc out of love and she 
Drank Lj,btly deep of lus phBcsophy 
In that warm «me of amorous words whidi is 
Sweet With all truths of aH phjirisophies. 

For wen he wist all subtle w?vs of song, 

And m bis soul the secret eyt was sboog 
That burns in medit-ttoo, tiQ bright words 
Btcal fiamelOte torth as notes 6em fiedgeheg brr* 
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That feel the soul speak through them of the spring. 
So fared they night and day as queen and king 
Crowned of a kingdom \vide as day and night* 

Nor ever cloudlet swept or swam in sight 
Across the darkling depths of their delight 
l»Miose stars no skill might number^ nor man^s art 
Sound tlie deep stories of its heavenly heart. 

Till, even for wonder that such life should live, 
Desires and dreams of what death’s self might give 
Would touch with tears and laughter and wild speech 
The lips and eyes of passion, fain to reach, 

Beyond all bourne of time or trembling sense, 

The verge of love’s last possible eminence. 

Out of the heaven that storm nor shadow mars, 

Deep from the starr}- depth beyond the stars, 

A yearning ardour without scope or name 

Fell on them, and the blight night’s breath of flame 

Shot fire into their kisses ; and like fire 

The lit dews lightened on the leaves, as higher 

Night^s heart beat on tow’ard midnight Far and fain 

Somewlnlcs the soft rush of rejoicing rain 

Solaced the datluiess, and from steep to steep 

Of heaven they saw the sweet sheet lightning leap 

And laugh its heart out in a thousand smiles, 

When the clear sea for miles on glimmering miles 
Burned as though dawn w’ore strewn abroad astray, 
Or, showering out of heaven, all heaven’s array 
Had paven instead the waters : fain and far 
Somcwhilcs the burning love of star for star 
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Spake words that lore might wellaigh seera to hear 
In sudt deep houn aa turn delight to fear 
Sweet as delight's self ever So they by 
Tranced oocc, not watched along the Eery bay 
The shine of summer darkness palpitate and pby 
She bad nor sight nor voice , her swooning ej ea 
Knew not if night or light were in the skies , 

Across h« beauty sheet the tnoondawn shed 
Its hght as on a thing as white and dead / 

Only with stress of soft fierce hands she post 
■Between the throbbing blossoms of her breast 
His ardent face, and through his hair her breath 
Went qmveirag as when life is hard on death , 

And with strong trembling firgers she stiSURed last 
Bis head into her bosom , till at last, 

Satiate Wlb sweetness ot that burning bed, 

Hts eyes afire with tears, he raised his head 
And laughed into her bps , and all his heart 
Filled hers , then flee from face fell, and apart 
Each hung on each with panting bps, and felt 
Sense into sente and spmt m thA rrielt 

‘Hast thou no sword? I would not live tiU day, 
O Vote, this night and we must pass away. 

It must die soon, and let not us die late ’ 

* Take then my sword aud slay me , nay, hut wai 
Till day be risen , what, wouldat thou think to die 
Before the light take hold upon the sky ?' 

‘Yea, love , for how ^hall we have twice, bemg 
twain. 

This very night of love’s most rapturous reign? 
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Live thou and have thy day, and year by year 
Be great, but what shall I be? Slay me here; 

Let me die not ^Yhen love lies dead, but now 
Strike through my heart ; nay, sweet, what heart hast 
thou? 

Is it so much I ask thee, and spend ray breath 
In asking ? nay, thou knowest it is but death. 

Hadst thou true heart to love me, thou wouldst give 
This : but for haters sake thou wilt let me live.* 

Here he caught up her lips witli his, and made 
The wild prayer silent in her heart that prayed, 

And strained her to him till all her faint breath sank 
And her bright light limbs palpitated and shrank 
And rose and fluctuated as flowers in rain 
That bends them and they tremble and rise again 
And heave and straighten and quiver all through with 
bliss 

And turn afresh their mouths up for a kiss, 

Amorous, athirst of that sweet influent love; 

So, hungering toward his hovering lips above, 

Her red-rose mouth yearned silent, and her eyes 
Closed, and flashed after, as through June's darkest 
skies 

The divine heartbeats of the deep live light 
Make open and shut the gates of the outer night 
Long lay they still, subdued with love, nor knew 
If cloud or light changed colour as it grew, 

If star or moon beheld them; if above 

The heaven of night waxed fiery with their love, 
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Or earth beneath were lao-ved at heart and toot 
To bum ss they, to bum and bring foitli &uit 
Unseasonable for love’s sabe , if tall trees 
Bowed, and clo^e fioaen yearned open, and tlic breeze 
Failed and fell silent as a fiame that fails 
And all that hour unheard the nightingales 
Clamoured, and all the woodland soul was stirred. 
And depth and height were one great song unheard. 
As though the world caught music and tooh fire 
From the instant heart alone of their desire 
So sped their night of nights between them so, 
For all feats past and shadows, shiae and snow, 

That one pure hour ah golden where they lay 
Made then life perfect and Ihcw darkness day 
And warmer waved its harvest yet to reap, 

Tdl m the lovely fight of lov e and sleep 
At length had sleep the rnastery , and the dark 
Was lit with soft Utc gleams they might not marl, 
Fleet butterflies, each bkc a dead flower’s ghost, 
XATute, blue, and sere leaf coloured , but the most 
White as the sparkle of snow flowers in the sun 
the with his breath they lie at noon undone 
Whose kiss devours their tender beauty, and leaves 
But raindrops on the grass and sere thin leaves 
That were engraiea with ttaccnes of the snow 
FlowerKise ere any flower of earth's would blow , 
So swift they sprang and sank, so sweet and iioht 
They swam the deep dim breathless air of night 
Now on her rose wh te «norous breast half bare, 
Now on her slumberous loie^ishevelled hau. 
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The white wings lit and vanished, and afresh 
Lit soft as snow lights on her snow-soft flesh, 

On hand or throat or shoulder ; and she stirred 
Sleeping, and spake some tremulous bright word, 
And laughed upon some dream too sweet for truth, 
Yet not BO sweet as very love and youth 
That there had charmed her eyes to sleep at last 
Nor woke they till the perfect night was past, 

And the soft sea thrilled with blind hope of light 
But ere the dusk had well the sun in sight 
He turned and kissed her eyes awake and said, 
Seeing earth and vrater neitlier quick nor dead 
And twilight hungering toward the day to be, 

‘As the dawn loves the sunlight I love thee/ 

And even as rays with cloudlets in the skies 
Confused in brief love’s bright contentious vase. 
Sleep strove with sense rekindling in her eyes ; 

And as the flush of birth scarce overcame 
The pale pure pearl of unborn light with flame 
Soft as may touch the rose’s heart with shame 
To break not all reluctant out of bud, 

Stole up her sleeping cheek her waking blood ; 

And vnth tire lovely laugh of love that takes 
The whole soul prisoner ere the whole sense wakes, 
Her lips for love’s sake bade love’s will be done* 
And all the sea lay subject to the sun* 
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* “ As the dawn loves the sunlight I love thee ; 

As men that shall be swallowed of the sea 
Love the sea’s lovely beauty ; as the night 
That wanes before it loves the young sweet light. 
And dies of lovbg ; as the worn-out noon 
Loves twilight, and as twilight loves the moon 
That on its grave a silver seal shall set 
We have loved and slain each other, and love yet. 
Slain ; for we live not surely, being in twam : 

In her I lived, and in me she is slain. 

Who loved me that I brought her to her doom. 
Who loved her that her love might be my tomb. 
As all the streams on earth and all fresh springs 
And sweetest waters, every brook that sings, ^ 
Each fountain where the young year dips its wmgs 
First, and the first-fledged branches of it wave. 
Even with one heart’s love seek one bitter grave. 
From hiUs that first see bared the morning’s breast 
And heights the sun last yearns to from the west, 
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Ml lend bm toward tbe sea, all bom most high 
Strive downward, passing ail things jojous by, 

Seek to it and cast their lives in it and dte. 

So smve all hrcs for death which all lives Iran , 

So sought her soul to my soul, and therein 
M as poured and pen Jhed 0 my love, and mine 
Sought to thee and died of thee and died as thme. 
As the dawn loves the sunlight that must cease 
Etc dawn again mav rise and pass in peace , 

Must die that she beirg dead may live again, 

To be by his new nsmg nearly stun. 

So Tol's the great wheel of the great world round, 
And no change in it and no fault is found, 

And no tine life of perdurable breath. 

And surely no irtevocahle death. 

Day after day night comes that day may break. 
And dav comes back for night's reiterate sake. 
Each into each dies, each of cadi is born 
Day past is mght, shall night past not be mom? 
Out of this moonless and tint hearted night 
That love yet lives m, shah there not be hght? 
taght strong as love, that love may hve m yet? 
Alas, but how shall fooh^ hope forget 
How all these loving thing* that k31 and die 
Meet not but for a breath's space and pass by? 
Kight u, k ssed once of dawn and dies, and day 
But touches twSight and is rapt away 
So may my love and her love meet one* more, 
And meeting be divided as of yore. 
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Yea, surely as the day-star loves the sun 
And when he hath risen is utterly undone, 

So is ray love of her and hers of xne — 

And its most sweetness hitter as tlie sea. 

Would God yet daAvn might see the sun and die !* 
Three years had looked on earth and passed it by 
Since Tristram looked on Iscult, when he stood 
So communing with dreams of evil and good, 

And let all sad thoughts through his spirit sweep 
As leaves through air or tears through eyes that weep 
Or snowflakes tlurough dark weather : and his soul, 
That had seen aU those sightless seasons roll 
One after one, wave over weary wave, 

Was in him as a corpse is in its grave. 

Yet, for his heart was mighty, and his might 
Through all the world as a great sound and light, 
The mood was rare upon him 5 save that here 
In the low sundawn ot the lightening year 
With all last year’s toil and its triumph done 
He could not choose but yearn for that set sun 
Which at this season saw the firstborn kiss 
That made his lad/s mouth one fire with his. 

Yet his great heart being greater than his grief 
Kept all the summer of his strength in leaf 
And all the rose of his sweet spirit in flower ] 

Still his soul fed upon the sovereign hour 
That had been or that should be i and once more 
He looked through drifted sea and drifting shore 
That crumbled in the wave-breach, and again 
Spake sad and deep within himself : * \Vhat pain 
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Should male a Man’s soul •whoHj' treat and die. 
Sapped as west sand bjr water? How shall 1 
Be less than aD less things are that endure 
And smve and yield when time is? Har, full sari> 
AH these and we are parts of one same end , 

And if through fire or water we twain tend 
To that sure life where both roust be made one, 

If one we be, what matter? Thou, O sun. 

The face of God, if God thou be not— nay. 

What but God should I thint the^ what should say. 
Seeing thee rensen, but very God ?— should I, 

I fool, rebuke thee sovereign m thy sky, 

The clouds dead round thee and the air alirc^ 

The winds that IigLien and the waves that ttnve 
Toward this shore as to that beneath thy breath, 
Because m me my thoughts bear all towards death? 
O sun, that when we are dead wdt nsc as bright. 

Ait deepeanng up toward heaven, and nameless light 
And heaven immeasurable, and faint clouds blown 
Between us and the lowest acnal jone 
And each least skirt of their imperial Stat^- 
Forgive ns that we held oniselvcs so great ! 

What should 1 do to curse you? 1 indeed 
Am a thmg meaner than this least wild seed 
That my foot bruises and I know not — yet 
Would not he mean enough for worms to fret 
Before their time and mine was. 

* Ah, and ye 

laght washing weeds, blind waifs of dull blmd sea. 
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Do ye so thirst and hunger and aspire, 

Axe ye so moved with such long strong desire 
In the ebb and flow of your sad life, and strive 
Still toward some end ye shall not see alive — 

But at high noon ye know it by light and heat 
Some half-hour, till ye feel the fresh tide beat 
Up round you, and at night's most bitter noon 
The ripples leave you naked to the moon ? 

And this dim dusty heather that I tread, 

These half-bom blossoms, bom at once and dead, 
Sere brown as funeral cloths, and purple as pall, 

What if some life and grief be in them all ? 

‘Ay, what of these ? but, O strong sun I O sea I 
I bid not you, divine things 1 comfort me, 

I stand not up to match you in your sight — 

IVho hath said ye have mercy toward us, ye who have 
might? 

And though ye had mercy, I think I would not pray 
That ye should change your counsel or your way 
To make our life less bitter : if such power 
Be given the stars on one deciduous hour, 

And such might be in planets to destroy 
Grief and rebuild, and break and build up joy, 

What man would stretch forth hand on them to make 
Fate mutable, God foolish, for his sake ? 

For if in life or death be aught of trust, 

And if some unseen just God or unjust 
Put soul into the body of natural things 
And in time's pauseless feet and worldwide wings 



i 

6* T/HSTJiAif JN BRITTANY 

Some spmt of impulse and some sense of will 
That s*ecrs them throush the seas of good and 01 
To some incot^nirible and actual end, 

Be It just or uejust, foe to man or fnend. 

How should we mahe the stable spirit to swerve, 

How teach the strong soul of the world to serve, 

The imperious wOt m time and sense in space 
That 5 iTes man life turn bach to give man place — 

The consaous law lose coa'a-nce of its wa). 

The rule and reason Cul from night and da). 

The streams flow back toward whence the springs 
began, 

That less of ihust might sear the bps of man? 

Let that which is be, and sure strengths stand sure, 
And evil or good and death or hf^, endure, 

Net sit&zsble tuid looSess, bur rrideed 

A very stem bora of a very seed 

That brings forth frmi m season how should this 

the that waa sown, and that not be which is. 

And the old fruit change that came of the ancient 
root. 

And he that planted bid it not bear fruit, 

Aud he that watered smite his vine with drouth 
Because its grapes ate bitter in our mouth, 

And he that bndled quench the sun mth night 
Bemuse Its beams are fire against our sight. 

And he that tuned unture the sounding spheres 
Because their song « thunder m our ears ? 

How should the shies change ard jhe stars, and feme 
Break the large concord of the years tha chime;, 
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Answering, ns wave to wave beneath the moon 
That draws them shorenurd, mar the whole tide’s tune 
For the instant foam^s sake on one turning 
For inan^s sake that is grass upon a grave ? 

How should the law that knows not soon or late, 

For whom no time nor space is — how should fate, 
That is not good nor evil, wise nor mad, 

Nor just nor unjust, neitlicr glad nor sad — 

How should the one thing that hatlr being, the one 
That incrres not as the stars move or Uie sun 
Or any shadow or shape that lives or dies 
In likeness of dead earth or living skies, 

But its own darkness and its proper light 
Clothe it nath other names than day or night, 

And its soul of strength and spirit of breath 
Feed it with other powers than life or death — 

How should it turn from its great way to give 
Man that must die a clearer space to live ? 

V^hy should the waters of the sea be cleft. 

The hills be molten to his right and left, 

That he from deep to deep might pass diy-shod. 

Or look between the viewless heights on God? 

Hath he such eyes as, when the shadows flee, 

The sun looks out with to salute the sea? 

Is his hand bounteous as the morning’s hand ? 

Or where the night stands hath he feet to stand ? 

Will the storm cry not when he bids it cease? 

Is it his voice that saith to the east wind, Peace? 

Is his breath mightier than the west wind's breath ? 
Dotli hib heart know the things of life and death? 

r 

r 
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Can his face bnng forth sunshine and grtft rain, 

Or his weai ’nU that Aie^ aM h^ta again 
Make one thing certain or bind one thing fast, 

That as he willed it Shall be at the last? 

How should the storms of heaven and kindled lights 
And all the depths of things and topless heights 
And air and earth and fire and vratet change 
Their likeness, and the natural world grow strange. 
And all the limits of thew life undone 
I^se Count of time and conscience of the siin. 

And that fill under which was Cited ahoie, 

That tnan might have a larger hour for love?* 

So musing vath dose bps and lifted eyes 
That smiled with self contempt to live so wise, 

Tirith silent heart so hungry now so long. 

So late grown clear, so mi embly made strong, 

About the wolds ahanished man he went. 

The brown wolds bare and sad as banishment, 
liy wastes of fruitless flowerage, and grey downs 
That felt the sea wind shake their wild flower crowns 
As though fierce hands w ould pluck from some grey 
head 

The spoils of majesty despised and dead, 

Ard fill with crying and comfoiMess strange sound 
Their hollow sides and heights of herbless ground. 
\et as he went fresh courage on him came. 

Till dawn rose too waihin him as a fi-une, 

The heart ot ihe ancient hills and his were One , 

The winds took counsel with him, and the sun 
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Spalce comfort ; in his cars the shout of birds 
»Vas as the sound of clear sweet-spirited words, 
The noise of streams as laughter from above 
Of the old wld lands, and as a cry of love 
Spring’s trumpet-blast blown over moor and lea : 
Ihe skies were red as love is, and the sea 
Was as the floor of heaven for love to tread. 

So went he as witli light about his head, 

And in die joyous travail of the year 
Grew April-hearted ; since nor grief nor fear 
Can master so a young man’s blood so long 
That it shall move not to the mounting song 
Of that sweet hour when earth repluraes her wings 
And with fair face and heart set heavenward sings 
As an awakened angel unaware 
That feels his sleep fall from him, and Iiis hair 
By some new breath of wind and music stirred, 

Till like die sole song of one heavenly bird 
Sounds all the singing of the host of heaven, 

And all the glories of the sovereign Seven 
Are as one face of one incorporate light 
And as that host of singers in God’s sight 
Might draw toward one that slumbered, and arouse 
The lips requickened and rekindling brows, 

So seemed the earthly host of all things born 
In sight of spring and eyeshot of the mom, 

All births of land or waifs of wind and sea, 

To draw toward him that sorrowed, and set free 
From presage and remembrance of all pains 
The life that leapt and lightened in his veins. 

F2 
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So With no sense abas'hed not suiAess \o(A, 

Unt waUed eyes a&d Vieart, Ke tool; 

His part of sun 01 storm wmd, jmd was glad, 

Tor a« tbin::s lost, of ttvse good things he had 
And the spnng lo^td him surely, being from bnth 
Ow. ■Kade.'ssy; oS this bet-tes pwt of carth> 

A man born as at sunnse , one that Saw 
Not without teverence and sweet sense of awe 
But wholly without fear or fitful breath 
Th<* fact of hfc watched by the faee of death , 

And living took his fill of rest and sinTe, 

Of love and change, and fnut and seed of life. 

And when lus tune to live m light was done 
With unbent head wovdd pat.s out of the sun 
A spmt as noining, fiur and dear and strong, 
tVhnse thought and work were as one harp and song 
Heard through the world ar in a strange kin^ s baB 
Some great guest s voice that sin^ of fcsUvaJ. 

*50 seemed aU things to love him, and h« heart 
In all their 3 oy of life to take such part. 

That with the live earth and the livmq sea 
He was as one that communed mutuallv 
With naked heart to heart of friend to fncnd t 
And the she deepening at the sunset's end. 

And the moon fallen before the gate of day 
As one sore weaned with vain length, of way. 

And tfii* winds wandenrig, and the streams and skies, 
As hces othis f Bows in his ^es 
Not lacied there love where he was evemore 
Of man and woman, friend of sea or «hOre, 
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Not measurable with weight of graven gold, 

Free as the sun’s gift of the world to hold 
Given each day back to man’s reconquering sight 
That loses but its lordship for a night 
And now that after many a season spent 
In barren ways and works of banishment, 

Toil of strange fights and many a fhiitless field, 
Ventures of quest and vigils under shield, 

He came back to the strait of sundering sea 
That parts green Cornwall from grey Brittany, 

Where dwelt the high king’s daughter of the lands, 
Iseult, named alway from her fair white hands, 

She looked on him and loved him \ but being young 
Made shamefastness a seal upon her tongue, 

And on her heart, that none might hear its cry, 

Set the sweet signet of humility. 

Yet when he came a stranger in her sight, 

A banished man and weat}^, no such knight 
As when the Swallow dipped her bows in foam 
Steered singing that imperial Iseult home, 

This maiden with her sinless sixteen ) ears 

Full of sweet thoughts and hopes that played at fears 

Cast her ey6s on him but in courteous wise, 

And lo, the man’s face burned upon her eyes 
As though she had turned them on the naked sun ; 
And through her limbs she felt sweet passion run 
As fire that flowed down from her face, and beat 
Soft through stirred veins on even to her hands and 
feet 
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And alway tlaougti the th)me3 reTeibmte came 
The Mrginal soft burden of her name. 

And ere the full song Cnlcd upon her ear 
Joy sticrve within her dU it cast out fear, 

And all her heart ri-as as his harp, and rang 
Swift muMC, made of hope whtMe buthnote sprang 
Bright m the blood that kindled as he sang 


• Stwj Inoir not ho* we call them, nor may f owen 
Know hy whit hajipy name theho-rennghourt 
Brptue their new bom heads with de* and fisme t 
And Love, adored of all tirao is of outs, 

Iscnlt, IcSew nought for ages of lus itime. 

'W uh many tongues men called on bins, hat he 
Wist not which word of all might worihiest be 
To sound for ever m his ear the iime. 

Till heart of mm might hear and soul might see, 
Iseul., the radiance nnging from thy name. 

* By many names men called him as the night 
By many I name calbi many a starry light 

Iter several soveie gns of dividual fame ; 

But day by one name only calls anght, 

Iseult, the sun th-t bids men praise his nameu 

* In many » name of man his name soared high 
And song shone rcmnd it soanng, till the sVy 

King raplUTt and the World s fast founded frame 
Trembled with aense of Innmph even as I, 

IsetJt, with sense of worship at thy name 

* Is many a name of woman smiled his power 
Iscarnatei as ail vummer m a flower, 

Till winter brung forgetfulness Or sbame i 
Bat thine the keystone of his topless tower 
Iseult, Is one with Lore’s own lordliest name. 
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* Iseult my love, Iseult my queen twice crowned. 

In tliee my death, in Ihee my life lies bound ; 

Names are there yet that all men's hearts acclaim, 

But Love's o^Yn heart rings answer to the sound, 

Iseult, that bids it bow before thy name.* 

There ceased his voice yearning upon the word^ 
Struck with strong passion dumb : but she that heard 
Quailed to the heart, and trembled ere her eyes 
Durst let the loving light within them rise, 

And yearn on his for answer : yet at last, 

Albeit not all her fear was overpast, 

Hope, kindling even the frost of fear apace 
With sweet fleet bloom and breath of gradual gface, 
Flushed in the changing roses of her face. 

And ere the strife took truce of white with red, 

Or joy for soft shame’s sake durst lift up head, 
Something she would and would not fain have said, 
And wist not what the fluttering word would be. 

But rose and reached forth to him her hand : and he. 
Heart-stricken, bowed his head and dropped hiS knee, 
And on her fragrant hand his lips were fire ; 

And their two hearts were as one trembling lyre 
Touched by the keen wind’s kiss with brief desire 
And music shuddering at its own delight 
So dawned the moonrise of their marriage night. 
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IV* 

THE MAIDEN MARRIAGE. 

Spring ^Yatclled her last moon burn and fade witl 
May 

While the days deepened toward a bridal day. 

And on her snowbright hand the ring was set 
While in the maiden’s ear the song^s word yet 
Hovered, that hailed as love's own queen by name 
Iseult : and in her heart the word was flame ; 

A pulse of light, a breath of tender fire, 

Too dear for doubt, too driftless for desire. 

Between her father's hand and brother’s led 
From hall to shrine, from shrine to xnaniage-bedj 
She saw not how by hap at home-coming 
Fell firom her new lord’s hand a royal ring, 

Whereon he looked, and felt tlie pulse astart 
Speak passion in his faith-forsaken heart. 

For this was given him of the hand wherein 
That heart’s pledge lay for ever ; so the sin 
That should be done if truly he should take 
This maid to wife for strange love’s faithless sake 
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Stmct all his raotsnUng spmt abiiuwl, and fear 
Fell cold for shame’s sake on hu chan^ng cheer. 

Yea, sharcs’s O’sn £re that burned upon his brcr 
To bear the brand there of a IroVca vow 
A\as ftoren ^aia for very feat thereof 
That wran^ his heart with keener pargs than love. 
And ah thiDgs rose upon him, all things past 
Ere last they parted, doven in twain at last, 

Iseoh from Tmtnun, Tnstram from the qneea , 

And how men found them in the wild woods green 
Sleepmg, bat sundered by the swerd between, 
Ihnding b'east from amoroos breast a span. 

But scarce m heart the woman from the man 
As far as hope from joy or sleep from truth, 

And Mark that saw them held for sacred sooth 
These were no fleshly lovers, by that sign 
That severed them, still s’ttmbcnng , so d vine 
He deemed it how at waking they beheld 
The king’s folk round the king, ard uncorapeUed 
ere £»in to follow and fare among them home 
Back to the towers washed ronnd with rolling foam 
And stoned halls wherethrough sea mns c tang 
And how report therealter swelled and sprang, 

A full mouthed serpent, hissing in men’s ears 
Word of their loves and one of all Ins peers 
That most he trusted, being his kinsman bom, 

A man base moulded for the stamp of scorn. 

Whose heart with hate was keen and cold and dark. 
Gave note by nudni^t whisper to Kang Mark 
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Where he might take them sleeping \ how ere day 
Had seen the grim next morning all away 
Fast bound they brought him down a weary way 
With forty knights about him, and their chief 
That traitor who for trust had given him grief, 

To tlie old hoar diapel, like a strait stone tomb 
Sheer on the sea-rocks, there to take his doom : 
How, seeing he needs must die, he bade them yet 
Bethink them if they durst for shame forget 
AVhat deeds for Cornwall had he done, and wrought 
For all their sake what rescue, when he fought 
Against the fierce foul Irish foe that came 
To take of them for tribute in their shame 
Three hundred heads of children \ whom in fight 
His hand redeeming slew Moraunt the knight 
That none durst lift his eyes against, not one 
Had heart but he, who now had help of none, 

To take the battle \ whence great shame it were 
To knighthood, yea, foul shame on all men there, 

To see him die so shamefully : nor durst 
One man look up, nor one make answer first, 

Save even the very traitor, who defied 
And would have slain him naked in his pride, 
he, that saw the sword plucked forth to slay, 
Looked on his hands, and wrenched their bonds 
away, 

Haling those twain that he went bound between 
Suddenly to him, and kindling in his mien 
Shone liomfashion forth with eyes alight, 



THE MAIDEN MARRIAGE. 


79 


So Tristram one brief breathing-space apart 
Hung, and gazed down ; then with exulting heart 
Plunged : and the fleet foam round a joyous head 
Flashed, that shot under, and ere a shaft had sped 
Rose again radiant, a rejoicing star, 

And high along tlie water-ways afar 
Triumphed : and all they deemed he needs must die ; 
But Gouvemayle his squire, that watched haid by, 
Sought where perchance a man might win ashore, 
Striving, with strong limbs labouring long and sore, 
And there abode an hour : till as from fight 
Cro^vned with hard conquest won by mastering might. 
Hardly, but happier for the imperious toil, 

Swam the knight in forth of the close waves’ coil, 

Sea- satiate, bruised with buffets of the brine, 
Laughing, and flushed as one afire rvith wine : 

All this came hard upon him in a breath ; 

And how he marvelled in his heart that death 
Should be no bitterer than it seemed to be 
There, in tlie strenuous impulse of the sea 
Borne as to battle deathward : and at last 
How all his after seasons overpast 
Had brought him darkling to this dark sweet houi, 
Wiere his foot faltered nigh the bridal bower. 

And harder seemed the passage now to pass, 

Though smoother-seeming than the still sea’s glass, 
More fit for very manhood’s heart to fear, 

Than all straits past of peril. Hardly here 
Might aught of all things hearten him save one. 

Faith : and as men’s eyes quail before the sun 
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Within the chatnber, heavy-eyed : and there 
Gleamed the white hands and glowed the glimmering 
hair 

That might but move his memory mote of one more 

faiTj 

More fair than all this beauty : but in sooth 
So fair she too shone in her flower of youth 
That scarcely might marfs heart hold fast its truths 
Though strong, who gazed upon her : for her eyes 
Were emerald-soft as evening-coloured skies, 

And a smile in them like the light therein 
Slept, or shone out in joy that knew not sin, 

Clear as a child's o^vn laughter : and her mouth. 
Albeit no rose fuU-bearted from the south 
And passion-coloured for the perfect kiss 
That signs the soul for love and stamps it his, 

Was soft and bright as any bud new-blo^yn ; 

And through her cheek the gentler lifebloom shone 
Of mild wild roses nigh the northward sea. 

So in her bride-bed lay the bride ; and he 
Drew nigh, and all the high sad heart m him 
Yearned on her, seeing the twilight meek and dim 
Tlnough all the soft alcove tremblingly lit 
With hovering silver, as a heart in it 
Beating, that burned from one deep lamp above^ 
Fainter than fire of torches, as the love 
Within him fainter than a bridegroom's fire, 

No marriage-torch red with tlie heart’s desire, 

But silver-soft, a flameless light that glowed 
Starlike along night’s dark and starry road 

G 
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Fell silent as a wind abashed, whose breath 
Dies out of heaven, suddenly done to death, 
When in between them on the dumb dusk air 
Floated the bright shade of a face more fair 
Than hers that hard beside him shrank and smiled 
And wist of all no more than might a child. 

So had she all her hearts ^Yill, all she would, 

For lovers sake that sufficed her, glad and good, 
All night safe sleeping in her maidenhood. 
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V, 

ISEULT AT TINTAGEL, 

But that same night in Cornwall oversea 
Couched at Queen Iseulfs hand, against her knee, 
With keen kind eyes that read her whole heart’s pain 
Fast at wide watch lay Tristram’s hound Hodain, 
The goodliest and the mightiest bom on earth, 

That many a forest day of fiery mirth 
Had plied his craft before them ; and the queen 
Cherished him, even for those dim years between, 
More than of old in those bright months far flown 
Wlien ere a blast of Tristram’s horn was blown 
Each morning as the woods rekindled, ere 
Day gat full empire of the glimmering air, 

Delight of dawn would quicken him, and fire 
Spring and pant in his breath with bright desire 
To be among the dewy ways on quest : 

But now perforce at restless-hearted rest 
He chafed through days more barren than the sand, 
Soothed hardly but soothed only with her hand. 
Though fain to fawn thereon and follow, still 
With all his heart and all his loving "will 
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Desiring one divided from his sight, 

Jor ■whose lost sake dawn was as dawn ot night 
And noon as night’s noon in his eyes was datk. 

But in the tiall'i far under sat King Mark, 

Feasting, and full of cheer, with heart uplift, 

As on the night that harper gat his gift 
And music revelled on the fitful air. 

And songs came floated up the festal stair, 

And muffled roar of wassafl where the king 
Took heart from wine cups and the quinng string 
Till all his cold thm vems rejoiced and ran 
Strong as inth lifeblood of a kmgher man, 

But the queen shut ftom sound her weaned ears, 
Shut her sad eyes &om sense of aught save tears, 
And wrung her hair with soft fierce hands, and 
prayed 

* O God, God bom of woman, of a maid, 

Chnst, once in flesh of thine own fashion dad , 

0 veiy love, so glad m heaven and sad 

On earth for earth’s sake alway , since thou art 
Pure only, I only impure of spirit and heart, 

Since thou for sm’s sake and the bitter doom 
Didst as a veil put on a virgin’s womb, 

1 that am none, and cannot hear or see 
Or shadow or hkeness or a sound of thee 

Far off, albeit with man's own speech and face 
Thou shine yet and thou speak yet, showing forfa. 
grace— 

Ah me I grace only shed on souls that are 
lit and led forth of shadow by thy star-— 
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Alas ! to these men only grace, to theses 
Lord, whom thy love draws Godward, to thy knees— 
V I, can I draw thee me-ward, can I seek, 

Who love thee not, to love me? seeing how weak, 
Lord, all this litde love I bear thee is, 

And how much is my strong love more than this, 

My love that I love man witli, that I bear 
Him sinning through me sinning ? wilt thou care, 
God, for this love, if love be any, alas. 

In me to give thee, though long since there was, 

How long, when I too, Lord, was clean, even I, 

That now am unclean till the day I die — 

Haply by burning, harlot-fashion, made 
A horror in all hearts of wife and maid. 

Hateful, not knowing if ever in these mine eyes 
Shone any light of thine in any wise 
Or this were love at all that I bore thee ? ' 

And the night spake, and thundered on the sea, 
Ravening aloud for ruin of lives : and all 
The bastions of the main cliff's northward wall 
Rang response out from all their deepening length, 
As the east wind girded up his godlike strength 
And hurled in hard against that high-towered hold 
The fleeces of the flock that knows no fold, 

The rent white shreds of shattering storm : but she 
Heard not nor heeded wind or storming sea, 

Knew not if night were mild or mad with wind. 

^ Yea, though deep lips and tender hair be thinned, 
Though cheek mther, brow fade, and bosom wane, 
Shall I change also from this heart again 
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To maidenhood of heart and holiness? 

Shall 1 more love thee, Lord, or love him less— 

Ah miserahle 1 though sp nt and heart be rent, 

Shall 1 repent, Lord Cod ? shall I repent ? 

Nay, thoogh thou slay me I for herein 1 am bles^ 
That as I loved him j et I love him best — 

More than mine ovm soul or ihy love or thee. 

Though thy love sare and mj love save not me. 

Blest am I beyond women even herein. 

That beyond all bora women is my sin, 

And perfect my transgression that above 
All offermgs of all others b my love, 

^Vho have chosen it only, and put aaay for this 
Thee, and my soul s hope, Saviour, of the hiss 
Wherewth thy bps mahe welcome all thme own 
When m them life and death are overthrown , 

The sinless Ups that seal the death of sm, 

The kiss wherewith their dumb Ups touched begin 
Smgmg m heaven. 

•IVhere we shall never, love, 
Never stand up nor smg 1 for God above 
Knows us, how too much more than God to me 
Thy sweet love is, my poor love is to thee 1 
Dear, dost thou see now, dost thou hear to night, 
Sleepmg, my waste wild speech, my face worn white, 
— Speech once heard soft by thee, lace once kissed 
red I— 

In such a dream as when men see Iheu dead 
And know not if they know if dead these be? 

Ah love, are thy days my days, and to thefe 
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Are all nights like as my nights ? does the sun 
Grieve thee? art thou soul-sick till day he done. 

And weary till day rises? is thine heart 
Full of dead things as mine is ? Nay, thou art 
Man, mth man's strength and praise and pride of life, 
No bondwoman, no queen, no loveless wife 
That would be shamed albeit she had not sinned.' 

And swordlike was the sound of the iron wind, 

And as a breaking battle was the sea. 

‘ Nay, Lord, I pray thee let him love not me, 

Love me not any more, nor like me die, 

And be no more than such a thing as I. 

Turn his heart from me, lest my love too lose 
Thee as I lose thee, and his fair soul refuse 
For my sake thy fair heaven, and as I fell 
Fall, and be mixed with my soul and with helL 
Let me die rather, and only 5 let me be 
Hated of him so he be loved of thee, 

Lord : for I would not have him v.dth me there 
Out of thy light and love in the unlit air, 

Out of thy sight in the unseen hell where I 
Go gladly, going alone, so thou on high 
Lift up his soul and love him — Ah, Lord, Lord, 

Shalt thou love as I love him ? she that poured 
From the alabaster broken at thy feet 
An ointment very precious, not so sweet 
As that poured likewise forth before thee then 
From the rehallowed heart of Magdalen, 

From a heart broken, yearning like the dove, 

An ointment very precious which is love — 
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Couldst them being holy and God, and smful she, 
Lo\c her indeed as surely she loNcd thee? 

Kay, but if not, then as we smners can 

us love still m the old sad wise of man. 

For with less love than my love, having had 
Mme, though God love him he shall not be glad. 
And with such love as my love, I wot well. 

Be shall not he disconsolate m hell 
Sad only as souls for utter love’s saVe be 
Here, and a Uttle sad, perchance, for rue — 

Me happy, me more gUd than God above, 

In the utmost hell whose fires consume not love * 
For m the waste ways emptied of the sun 
He would say — “ Bear, th) pbee is void, and one 
Weeps among angels for thee, with his face 
Veiled, sapng O tuter, /urn thy chesm pla^ 

Siaruis dtictaUfthai Goinadtfaif for ihttt 
It heaven itot ireeeter, and ut thy brethren, a« 
Fairer than lave Cn earth and Ift i« hell 1 ” 

And I — with me were all things then not well? 
Should I not answer — “ O love, be well content , 
Look on me, and behold if I repent" 

This were more to roe than an angels rnngs. 

Yea, many men pray God for many thmgs. 

But I pray that this only thing may be.’ 

And as a full field charging was the sea. 

And as the cry of slam men was the wind. 

‘Yea, since I surely loved him, and he sinned 
Surely, though not as my sm his be black, 

God, give him to me-God, God, give him back! 
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For now how should we live in twain or die ? 

I am he indeed, thou knowest, and he is I, 

Not man and woman several as we were, 

But one thing with one life and death to bear. 

How should one love his own soul overmuch ? 

And time is long since last I felt the touch, 

The sweet touch of my lover, hand and breath, 

In such delight as puts delight to death, 

Bum my soul through, till spirit and soul and sense, 
In the sharp grasp of die hour, with violence 
Died, and agmn through pangs of violent birth 
Lived, and laughed out with refluent might of mirth j 
Laughed each on otlier and shuddered into one, 

As a cloud shuddering dies into the sun. 

Ah, sense is that or spirit, soul or flesh, 

That only love lulls or awakes afresh ? 

Ah, sweet is that or bitter, evil or good, 

That very love allays not as he would ? 

Nay, truth is this or vanity, that gives 
No love assurance when love dies or lives ? 

This that my spirit is wrung vdthal, and yet 
No surelier knows if haply thine forget, 

Thou that my spirit is wrung for, nor can say 
Love is not in thee dead as yesterday ? 

Dost thou feel, thou, this heartbeat whence my heart 
Would send thee word what life is mine apart, 

And know by keen response what life is tliine ? 

Dost thou not hear one cry of all of mine? 

O Tristram’s heart, have I no part in thee ? ^ 

And ail her soul was as the breaking sea. 
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And all her heirt anhungered as the wmd. 

‘ Dost thou repent thee of the sin we sinned ? 

Dost thou repent thee of the daj s and nights 
That kindW and that quenched for us their hghts, 
The months that feasted us with all their hours, 

The ways that breathed of us in all their flowers, 

The dells that sang of us with all their doves ? 

Dost thou repent thee of the mldwood loves ? 

Is thme heart changed, and hallowed? art thou 
grown 

God’s, and not mine ? Yet, though my heart male 
moan. 

Fain would my soul gise thanXs for thine, if thou 
Be saved — yea. Cun praise God, and knows not how 
How should It know thanksgiving t nay, or learn 
Aught of the love wherewith thine own should burn, 
God’s, that should cuit out as an evil thing 
Mm** ? jea, what hand of prayer have 1 to ding, 
IVhat heart to prophesy, what spirit of sight 
To strain msensual e>es toward increate light, 

^Vho look but back on life wherein I sinned? ' 

And all their past came waihng in the wind, 

And all their future thundered in the sen 
* But if my so J might touch the time to be, 

If hand might handle now or eye behold 
hly life and death ordained me from of old, 

Life palpable, compact of blood and breath. 
Visible, present, naked, very death, 

Should I desire to know before the day 
These that 1 know not, nor is man that may? 
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For haply, seeing, my heart would break for fear. 

And my soul timeless cast its load off here, 

Its load of life too bitter, love too sweet, 

And fall down shamed and naked at thy feet, 

God, who wouldst take no pity of it, nor give 
One hour back, one of all its hours to live 
Clothed mth my mortal body, that once more, 

Once, on this reach of barren beaten shore, 

This stormy strand of life, ere sail were set, 

Had haply felt love’s arms about it yet — 

Yea, ere death’s bark put off to seaward, might 
With many a grief have bought me one delight 
That then should know me never. Ah, what years 
Would I endure not, filled up fiill with tears, 

Bitter like blood and dark as dread of death, 

To win one amorous hour of mingling breath, 

One fire-eyed hour and sunnier than the sun. 

For all these nights and days like nights but one ? 
One hour of heaven bom once, a stormless birth, 

For all these windy weary hours of earth ? 

One, but one hour from birth of joy to death, 

For all these hungering hours of feverish breath ? 

And I should lose this, having died and sinned.’ 

And as man’s anguish clamouring cried the wind. 
And as God’s anger answering rang the sea, 

* And yet what life — ^Lord God, what life for me 
Has thy strong wrath made ready? Dost thou think 
How lips whose thirst hath only tears to drink 
Grow grey for grief untimely ? Dost thou know, 

O happy God, how men wax weary of woe — 
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Yea, for thejr wrongs site that flune hand hath done 
Come cvea to hate thy semblance m the sun> 

Turn bach hom daflai aod nooa and all thy l^bt 
To TOakc their souls one with the soul ol nig^t? 
Chnst, if thou hear yet or have ejes to see, 

Thou that hadst pity, and hast no pity oa me, 
KnoVst thou no more, as m this life's sharp span, 
VThat pain thoa hadst on earth, vhat pain hath man? 
Hast thou no care, that all vre suffer yet ? 

What help is ouis of thee if thou forget? 

What profit have we though thy blood were given. 

If we that sin bleed and he not forgiven? 

Not love but hate, thou bitter God and strange 
Whose heart as man's heart hath grown cold with 
change. 

Not love but hate thou showest us that have sinned,* 
And hke a woifd'h cry shuddering was the wind. 
And like a God s voice threatening was the sea. 

• Nay, Lord, for thou nast graaous , nay, m thee 
No change can come with Ume or varying fate, 

No tongue bid thme be less compassionate, 

No sterner eye rebuke for mercy thme, 

No sin put out thy pity — no, not mine. 

Thou knowest us. Lord, thou knowest us, all we are 
He, and the soul that hath his sold for star 
Thou knowest as I know, Lord, how much more 
worth 

Than all souls clad and clasped about with earth, 
fiut most of all, God, how much more than I, 

Is this man’s soul that surely shall not die. 
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■What righteousness, what judgment. Lord most 
high, 

Were this, to bend a brow of doom as grim 
As threats me, me the adulterous wife, on him? 
There lies none other nightly by his side : 

He hath not sought, he shall not seek a bride. 

Far as God sunders earth from heaven above, 

So far was my love bora beneath liis love. 

I loved him as the sea-wind loves the sea, 

To rend and ruin it only and waste : but he, 

As the sea loves a sea-bird loved he me, 

To foster and uphold my tired life’s wing, 

And bounteously beneath me spread forth spring, 
A springtide space whereon to float or fly, 

A world of happy water, whence the sky 
Glowed goodlier, lightening from so glad a glass, 
Than with its own light only. Now, alas I 
Cloud hath come down and clothed it round with 
storm, 

And gusts and fits of eddying winds deform 
The feature of its glory. Yet be thou, 

God, merciful : nay, show but justice now, 

And let the sin in him that scarce was his 
Stand expiated with exile : and be this 
The price for him, the atonement this, that I 
With all the sin upon me live, and die 
With all thy %vratli on me that most have sinned/ 
And like man’s heart relenting sighed the wind, 
And as God’s wrath subsiding sank the sea. 

* But if such grace be possible — ^if it be 
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Kot sm tnore strange ihin i\\ sn» just, »n<J worse 
E>ll, that CT}« upon thee for & curse. 

To piuy such praj ere from siteh % heart, do thou 
Ifear, and male mde tfurte hcanng to>rafd me now , 
Let rot my soul end hts for ever dwcH 
Sundered though doom Veep always heiTcn »ad hell 
IrrectKJDbble, 10*50 jtcl/ ap-arr. 

Keep not m twain for erer hci't and htari 
That once, albeit by not thy law, were one , 

Let tha be not thy wait that this be <’Ciae. 

Let all else, all thou wilt of tril, be. 

But no doom, none, divid him and me* 

By this was heaven surred eastwud, and there came 
Up the rough npple a tabounng light hTe flime , 

And dawn, sore trembling still and grey with fear, 
Looked hardly forth & face of heavier cheer 
Than one which gnef or dread yet half enih'oi.dr, 
^Vild eved and wan, across ih" cleaving douds. 

And Iseult, worn mth watch long held on pun. 
Turned, and her eye Ut on the hound Ilodaia, 

And all her heart went out in tears and he 
Laid his kind head along her bended knee, 

Till round his neck her anna went hard, and all 
The Eight past from her as a chain m ght fall r 
But yet the heart within her, half undone, 

Wailed, and was loth to let her sec the son. 

And ere full day brought heaven anej earth to Cower 
Tar thence, a maiden ra a numage bower 
That moment hard by Tnstraia, oversea^ 

Woke with glad eyes Iseult of Bnttatty 
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A Limr time, O Love, a lUtle light, 

A little hour for ease before the night 
Sweet Love, that art so bitter ; foolish Love, 

Whom ^\dse men know for wiser, and thy dove 
More subtle than the serpent ] for thy sake 
These pray thee for a little beam to break, 

A little grace to help them, lest men think 
Thy servants have but hours like tears to drink. 

O Love, a little comfort, lest they fear 

To serve as these have served thee who stand here. 

For these are thine, thy servants these, that stand 
Here nigh the limit of the wild north land, 

At margin of the grey great eastern sea, 
Dense-islanded with peaks and reefs, that see 
No life but of the fleet wings fair and free 
^Vhich cleave the mist and sunlight all day long 
With sleepless flight and cries more glad than song. 
Strange ways of life have led them hither, here 
To win fleet respite from desire and fear 
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With aimwtice from sorrow , «t«rge and «t 
Ways trodden by fotlorn and casual feet 
TjU imdher chance woke toward them kindly will 
In happier beam of lovers, and their lU 
Found rest, as healing surely might it not, 

By gift and kmgly grace of Launcelot 
At gtaaous bidding given of Guenevcrc. 

For in the trembling twilight of this year 
Ere Apnl sprang from hope to certitude 
Two hearts of friends fist linked had fallen at feud 
As they rode forth on hawking, by the sign 
WTiich gave his new bndc’s brother Ganhaidine 
To know the truth of Tnstram’s dealing, how 
Faith kept of him against his raamage vow 
Kept virginal his bnde bed mght and mom , 

^VheIeat, as wroth his blood should raffer scorn, 

Came Ganhardinc to Tristram, saying, * Behold, 
Wehaielovedthee, and for love we have shown of old 
Scorn hast thou shown uS wheiefore is thy bnde 
Not thme indeed, a stranger at thy side, 

Contemned? what evil hath she done, to be 
Mocked with mouth mamage and despised of thee, 
Shamed, set at nought, rejected? ’ But there came 
On Tnstram’s brow and eye the shadow and flame 
Confused of wrath and wonder, ere he spake. 

Saying, ‘ Hath she bid thee for thy sister's sake 
Plead with me, who believed of her in heart 
More nobly than to deem such piteous part 
Should find so a player? or whence hast thou 
Of us this knowledge ? ’ ‘ Nay,' said he, ‘ but now. 
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Riding beneath these whitetliorns overhead. 

There fell a floNver into her girdlestead 

Which laughing she shook out, and smiling said — 

Lo, what large leave the wind hath given tliis stray, 
To He more near my heart than till this day 
Aught ever since my mother lulled me lay 
Or even my lord came ever ; '' whence I wot 
'We are all thy scorn, a race regarded not 
Nor held as 'worth communion of thine own, 

Except in her be found some fault alone 
To blemish our alliance,' Then replied 
Tristram, Nor blame nor scorn may touch my bride, 
Albeit unknown of love she live, and be 
Worth a man worthier than her love thought me. 
Faith only, faith withheld me, faith forbade 
The blameless grace wheremth love's grace makes 
glad 

All lives linked else in wedlock ; not that less 
I loved the sweet light of her loveliness, 

But that my love toward faith was more : and thou, 
Albeit thine heart be keen against me now, 

Couldst tliou behold my very lady, then 
No more of thee than of all other men 
Should this my faith be held a faithless fault* 

And ere that day their hawking came to halt 
Being sore of him entreated for a sign, 

He sware to bring his brother Ganhardine 
To sight of that strange Iseult : and thereon 
Forth soon for Cornwall are these brethren gone, 
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Even to that toyai pAeasance Ahere the hunt 
Rang ever of old with Tnsttajn’s hom m front 
Blithe as the queen's horse bounded at his side 
And first of all her dames forth pranced m pnde 
Yhat day bdore them, with a ringing rein 
Ah golden glad, the Vang’s false bnde Bningaain, 
The queen s true handmaid ever and on her 
Glancing, ‘ Be called for all time trutb*teller, 

O Tfistrain, of all true men s tongues ahvc,’ 

Quoth Ganhaxdine , ‘ for may cay soul so thrive 
As yet mice e^e drank never Sight hke this.’ 

‘Ay?’ Tnstram said, ‘and she thou look’st on is 
So great m grace of goodlmess, that thou 
Hast less thought left of wrath against me now, 
Seeing hut my lady’s handmaid? Nay, behold , 
See’st thou no light more golden than of gold 
Shine where she moves m midst of aU, above 
AH, past all price or praise or prayer of love? 

Lo, this IS she,' But as one mazed with vnne 
Stood, stunned in spirit and stneken, Gahhardme, 
And gazed out hard against them and his heart 
As mth a sword was cloven, and rent apart 
As with strong fangs of fire , and scarce he spake. 
Saying how his life for even a handmaid’s sake 
■Was made a flame within hms. And the knight 
Bade him, being known of none that stood in sight, 
Bear to Etangwam his nng, that she unseen 
Might give m token j-r vdy to the queen 
And send swift word where under moon or sun 
They twain might yet be no more twain but one. 
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And that same night, under the stars that rolled 
Over their warm deep wildwoodmights of old 
Whose hours for grains of sand shed sparks of fire, 
Such way was made anew for their desire 
By secret wile of sickness feigned, to keep 
The king far off her vigils or her sleep, 

That in the queen^s pavilion midway set 
By glimmering moondawn were those lovers met^ 

And Ganhardine of Brangwain gat him grace. 

And in some passionate soft interspace 
Between two swells of passion, when their lips 
Breathed, and made room for such brief speech as 
slips 

From tongues athirst with draughts of amorous wine 
That leaves them thirstier than the salt sea's brine, 
Was counsel taken how to fly, and where 
Find covert from the wild world's ravening air 
That hunts with storm the feet of nights and days 
Through strange thwart lines of life and flowerless 
ways. 

Then said Iseult ; ^ Lo, now the chance is here 
Foreshown me late by word of Guenevere, 

To give me comfort of thy rumoured wrong, 

My traitor Tristram, when report was strong 
Of me forsaken and thine heart estranged : 

Nor should her sweet soul toward me yet be changed 
Nor all her love lie barren, if mine hand 
Crave harvest of it from the flowering land. 

See therefore if this counsel please thee not^ 

That we take horse in haste foi Cameiot 
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And seeTc that &iendshjp of her plighttd troth 
Which love shall be full faso to lend, nor loth 
Shall my love be to talc it.’ So next night 
The multitudinous stars laughed round their (hght. 
Fulfilling far with laughter made of hght 
The encircling deeps of heaven and in bncf space 
At Camelot their long love gat them grace 
Of those fair twain whose heads men’s praise im 
pearled 

As love's two lordhest lovers in the world 

And thence as guests for harbourage past they forth 

To win this noblest hold of all the north. 

Far by wild ways and many days they rode, 

TiU dear across June’s kingliest sunset glowed 
The great round girth of goodly wall that showed 
Where for one dear sweet season’s length should be 
Their place of strength to rest in, fain and free, 

By the utmost margm of the loud lone sea. 

And now, O Love, what comfort? God most 
high, 

Whose life 13 as a flower’s to live and die, 

\Vhose hght is everlasting Lord, whose breath 
Speaks music through the deathless hps of death 
Whereto tune’s heart imgs answer Bard, whom time 
Hears, and is vanquidied with a wandering thyme 
That once thy bps made fragrant Seer, whose sooth 
Joy knows not weU, but sorrow knows for truth. 

Being pnestess of thy soothsayings Love, what grace 
ShaQ these twain find at last before thy face? 
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This many a year they have served thee, and 
deserved, 

If ever man might yet of all that served, 

Since the first heartbeat bade the first man’s knee 
Bend, and his mouth take music, praising thee, 

Some comfort ; and some honey indeed of thine 
Thou hast mixed for these with life’s most bitter wine 
Commending to their passionate lips a draught 
No deadlier than thy chosen of old have quaffed 
And blessed thine hand, their cupbearer's : for not 
On all men comes the grace that seals their lot 
As holier in thy sight, for all tliese feuds 
That rend it, than the light-souled multitude’s, 

Nor thwarted of thine hand nor blessed ; but these 
Shall see no twilight, Love, nor fade at ease, 
Grey-grown and careless of desired delight, 

But Le down tired and sleep before the night 
These shall not live till time or change may chill 
Or doaht divide or shame^ubdue their ’will, 

Or feai or slow repentance work them wrong, 

Or love die first ; these shall not live so long. 

Death diall not take them drained of dear true life 
Already, sick or stagnant firom the strife, 

Quenched: not with dry- drawn veins and lingering 
breath 

Shall these through crumbling hours crouch down to 
deatk 

Swift, ’wita one strong clean leap, ere life's pulse tire, 
Most like the leap of lions or of fixe. 
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Sheer death shall twond upon them one pang past. 
The first keen sense of him shall be their last. 

Their last shall be no sense of any fear, 

More than then life had sense of anguish here. 

Weeks and light months had fled at swallow's 
speed 

Since here their first hour sowed for them the seed 
Of many sweet as rest or hope could be , 

Since on the blown beach of a glad new sea 
Wherein strange rocks like fighting men stand scarred 
They saw the strength and help of Jo)OU3 Card. 
Withm the full deep glorious tower that stands 
Between the wild sea and the broad wild lands 
Love led and gave them quiet and they drew 
Life like a God’s life in each wmd that blew, ^ 

And took their rest, and triumphed. Day by day 
The mighty moorlands and the sea walls grey, ‘ 

The brown bright waters of green fells that sing 
One song to rocks and flowers and birds on wiag, 
Beheld the joy and glorj that they had, 

Passing, and how the whole world made them glad. 
And their great love was mixed widi all thing! great. 
As life being lovely, and yet bemg strong like fate 
For when the sun sprang on the sudden sea * 

Theu eyes sprang eastward, and the day to he 
Was lit in them untimely such dehght 
They took yet of the dear cold breath and tght 
That goes before the morning, and such grace 
Was deathless m them through their vdiolc life’s 
space ' 
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As dies in many mth their dawn that dies 
And leaves in pulseless hearts and flameless eyes 
No light to lighten and no tear to weep 
For youth^s high joy that time has cast on sleep. 

Yea, this old grace and height of joy tliey had, 

To lose no jot of all that made them glad 
And filled their' springs of spirit with such fire 
That all delight fed in them all desire ; 

And no whit less than in their first keen prime 
The spring’s breath blew through all their summer 
time, 

And in their skies would sunlike Love confuse 
Clear April colours -with hot August hues, 

And in their hearts one light of sun and moon 
Reigned, and the morning died not of the noon t 
Such might of life was in them, and so high 
Their heart of love rose higher than fate could fly. 
And many a large delight of hawk and hound 
The great glad land that knows no bourne or bound, 
Save the wind’s own and the outer sea-bank’s, gave 
Their days for comfort ; many a long blithe wave 
Buoyed their blithe bark bet\Yeen the bare bald rocks, 
Deep, steep, and still, save for the swift free flocks 
Unshepherded, uncompassed, unconfined, 

That when blown foam keeps all the loud air blind 
Mix with the wind’s their triumph, and partake 
The joy of blasts that ravin, waves that break, 

All round and all below their mustering wings, 

A clanging cloud that round tire cliff’s edge clings 
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On each ttcak Waff bwa'bng tht tnlea 

That tings tcveibcrate tauth srhen storm bcstndes 
The subject night in thunder many a noon 
They tooV. the mooiland's or the bright sea’s boon 
Wth all their hearts into their spmt of sense, 
Rejoicing, where the sudden deils grew dense 
With sharp thick flight of hillside birds, or whete 
On some strait rods^s ledge m the intense mute »il 
Erect against the chTs sheer sunlit white 
Bloc as the clear north heasen, dothed warm wili* 
light. 

Stood neck to bended neck and wing to wing 
tVith heads fist hidden under, dose as dmg 
Flowers on one flow enng almond branch in spring 
Three herons deep asleep against the son, 

Each with one bnght foot downward poised, and ons 
Wing hidden hard by the bnght head, and nil 
Suit as fill shapes fixed on some wondrous wall 
Of minster aisle or doister-dose or hall 
To take even time s eye prisoner with dehght. 

Or, satisfied with joy of sound and sight, 

They sat and connnuned of things past what State 
King Arthur, yet unwarred upon by fote. 

Held high in hall at Camelot, hke one 
Whose lordly bfe was as the inotinung sun 
That climbs and pauses on the point of noon. 
Sovereign bow royal tang the tourney’s tune 
Through Tnsttams three days* tnumph, spear to 
spear, 

IVhen Iseult shone enthroned by Gueneveie, 
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Rose tigalnst rosoi the highest ;:idored on enxth, 
ItnptnAl 1 yet v(h\\ subtle notes of minb 
Would she bemock her and bemoan 

Her glory by that sjilcndour o\‘crthrown 
WWoh lightened from her sistcr^s eyes ehtc j 
Sajdng how by niglit 3. little light seems great, 

But less than least of all things, ver}* nought, 

Wicn dawn undoes the vreb that darkness wrought ; 
How’^ like a tower of ivory well designed 
By subtlest hand subsendng subtlest mind, 

Ivory with flower of rose incarnadined 
And Wndling with some God therein revealed, 

A light for grief to look on and be healed, 

Stood Guenevere : and all beholding her 
Were Ivcartstruck even as earth at midsummer 
With burning wonder, hardly to be borne. 

So was tlm amorous glorious bdy bora, 

A fiery memory for all storied years : 

Nor might men call her sistem crowned her peers, 
Her sister queens, put all by her to scorn : 

She. had such eyes as are not made to mourn ; 

But in her own a gleaming ghost of tears 

Shone, and their glance was slower than Guenevere's, 

And fitfullcr with fancies grown of grief; 

Shamed as a hlayflau’cr shames an autumn leaf 
Full w'cll she wist it could not choose but be 
If in that other's eyeshot standing she 
Should lift her looks up ever ; wherewithal 
Like fires whose light fills heaven with festival 
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BaJoei tyes fuQ on Tnsttam’s , and be lavished, 
Answenng, * "What wde of sweet child hearted craft 
That children forge for children, to beguile 
Eyes known of them not witless of the wile 
But fain to seem for sport’s sake self-deceived, 

WUt thou find out now not to be bdieved? 

Or how shall I trust mote than ouphe or elf 
Thy truth to me-waid, who behest thyself? ’ 

* Nor elf nor ouphe or aught of airier kind,* 

Qaoth she, * though made of moonbeams moist and 
blind. 

Is light if weighed with man’s winged weightless mind- 
Though thou keep somewise t>xith with me, God wot, 
When thou didst wed, I doubt, thou thoughtest not 
So chardy to keep it* * Nay,’ said he, 

* Yet am not I rcbukable by thee 

As Launcelot, emng, held me ere he wist 
No mouth save thme of mine was ever kissed 
Save as a sister’s only, since we twain 
Drank first the draught assigned oui bps to dram 
That hate and Love with darkling hands commat 
Poured, and no power to part them came betwixt, 
But cither’s will, howbeit they seem at strife, 

"Was toward us one, as death itself and life 
Are one sole doom toward all men, nor may one 
Behold not darkness, who beholds the sun * 

* Ah, then,’ she said, ‘ what word is this men hear 
Of Merlm, how some doom too strange to fear 
Was cast but late about him oversea, 

Sweet reaeaul, m thy bndal Bnttany? 
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Is not his life sealed fast on him with sleep, 

By 'Witchcraft of his own and love’s, to keep 
Till earth he fire and ashes ? ' 

‘ Surely,* stud 

Her lover, ^ not as one alive or dead 
The great good wizard, well beloved and well 
Predestinate of heaven that casts out hell 
For guerdon gentler far than all men's fate, 

Exempt alone of all predestinate, 

Takes his strange rest at heart of slumberland, 

More deep asleep in green Broceliande 
Than shipwrecked sleepers in the soft green sea 
Beneath the weight of wandering waves : but he 
Hath for those roofing waters overhead 
Above him always all the summer spread 
Or all tire wrinter wailing : or the sweet 
Late leaves marked red with autumn’s burning feet, 
Or withered wath his weeping, round the seer 
Rain, and he sees not, nor may heed or hear 
The witness of the winter : but in spring 
He hears above him all the winds on ving 
Through the blue dawm between the brightening 
boughs, 

And on shut eyes and slumber-smitten brows 
Feels ambient change in the air and strengthening 
sun, 

And knows the soul that was his soul at one 
With the ardent world’s, and in the spirit of earth 
His spirit of life reborn to mightier birth 
And mixed with things of elder life than ours ; 

With cries of birds, and kindling lamps of flowers, 
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And sweep and song of winds, and fruitful Itglit 
Of sunbeams, and the far faint breath of night, 

And waves and woods at morning and in all. 

Soft as at noon the slow sea’s nse and fill, 

He bears in spint a song that none but he 
Hears from the mystic mouth of Himuc 
Shed like a consecration , and hts heart, 

Hearing, is made for love's sake as a part 
Of that far singing, and the We thereof 
Part of that We that feeds the world with loi e 
Yea, heart m heart is molten, hers and his. 

Into the world's heart and the soul tliat is 
Be\ond or sense or vision , and their breath 
Stirs the soft springs of deathless We and death, 

Death that bears life, and change that brings forth 
seed 

Of Me to death and death to We indeed. 

As blood rccircling through the unsounded veins 
Of earth and heaven with all their joys and pains. 

Ah, that when Jove shall laugh no more nor weep 
Ue too, we too might hear that song and sleep 1 ' 
‘Yea,’ said Iseult, ‘some joy it were to be 
Lds,. in the sun s light and the all girdling sea, 

Mixed with the winds and woodlands, and to bear 
Part m tlie large life ©f the quickening air, 

And the sweet earth’s, our mother yet to pass 
More fleet than nutrored faces from the glass 
Out of all pain and all delight, so far 
That love should seem but as the furthest star 
Sunk deep in trembling heaven, scarce seen or known. 
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As a dead moon forgotten, once that shone 
Where now the sun shines — nay, not all things yet, 
Not all things always, dying, would I forget/ 

And Tristram ans^vered amorously, and said : 

* O heart that here art mine, O heavenliest head 
That overtook raen^s worship here, which art 
Mine, how shall death put out the fire at heart, 
Quench in men^s eyes the head's remembered light 
That time shall set but higher in more men's sight ? 
Think thou not much to die one earthly day, 

Being made not in their mould who pass away 
Nor who shall pass for ever/ 

* Ah/ she said, 

' What shall it profit me, being praised and dead? 
What profit have the flowers of all men’s praise ? 
What pleasure of our pleasure have the days 
That pour on us delight of life and mirth? 

What fruit of all our joy on earth has earth? 

Nor am I — ^nay, my lover, am I one 
To take such part in heaven’s enkindling sun 
And in the inviolate air and sacred sea 
As clothes with grace that wondrous Nimue? 

For all her works are bounties, all her deeds 
Blessings ; her days are scrolls wherein love reads 
The record of his mercies ; heaven above 
Hath not more heavenly holiness of love 
Than earth beneath, wherever pass or pause 
Her feet that move not save by love’s own laws. 

In gentleness of godlike wayfaring 

To heal men’s hearts as earth is healed by spring 
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Of aU such woes as winter what am 1, 

Lore, that have strength but to desire and die, 

That have but grace to love and do thee wrong, 
AVhat am I that vaj name should live so long. 

Save as the star that crossed thy star struck lot, 

Wth hers whose light was life to Lanncelot? 

Life gave she him, and strength, and fame to be 
For ever I, what gift can I give ihec ? 

Penl and sleepless watches, fearful breath 
Of dread mote bitter for my sake tnon death 
When death came nigh to call me by my name, 
Exile, rebuke, remorse, and — O, not shame 
Shame only, this I gave thee not, whom none 
hfay gi\e that worst thmg ever — no, not one. 

Of all that hate, all hateful hearts that see 
Darkness for light and hate where love should be, 
■None for my shame's sake may speak shame ol thee. 

And Tnstiam answeimg ere he kissed her smiled 
*0 very woman, god at once and child, 

What ails thee to desire of me once more 
The assurance that thou hadst m heart before? 

For all this wild sweet waste of sweet vam breath. 
Thou knowest I know thou hast given roe life, not 
death. 

The shadow of death, informed with shows of stnfc, 
Was ere I won thee all 1 had of life, 
laght war, hght love, light living, dreams m sleep, 
Joy slight and light, not glad enough to weep, 

Filled up my foolish days with sound and shine, 

\ ision and gleam from strange men s east on mine. 
Reverberate hght from eyes presaging thine 
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That shed but shadowy moonlight %Yhere thy face 
Now sheds forth sunshine in the deep same place, 

The deep live heart half dead and shallower then 
Than summer fords which thwart not wandering m^n 
For how should I, signed sorrow’s from my birth, 

Kiss dumb the loud red laughing lips of mirth? 

Or how, sealed thine to be, love less than heaven on tjarth? 
My heart in me was held at restless rest, 

Presageful of some prize beyond its quest, 

Prophetic still with promise, fain to find the best 
For one was fond and one was blithe and one 
Fairer than all save twain whose peers are none ; 

For third on earth is none that heaven hath seen 
To stand with Guenevere beside my queen. 

Not Nimue, girt with hfessihg as a guard ; 

Not the soft lures and laughters of Ettarde : 

Not she, that splendour girdled round with gloom, 
Crowned as with iron darkness of the tomb, 

And clothed mth clouding conscience of a monstrous 
doom, 

"Whose blind incestuous love brought forth a fire 
To bum her ere it bum its darkling sire, 

Heir mother's son, King Arthur ; yet but late 
We saw pass by that fair live shadow of fate, 

The queen Morgause of Orkney, like a dream 
That scares the night when moon and starry beam 
Sicken and swoon before some sorcerer's eyes 
"Whose wordless charms defile the saintly skies, 

Bright still vnth fire and pulse of blood and breath, 
Whom her own sons have doomed for shame to death.^ 
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‘ Death —yea,' qaoth she, ' there is not said ot heard 
So oft aloud on earth so sure a rfoid. 

Death, and again death, and for each that savth 
Ten tongues chime ansuei to the sound of death. 
Good end God send us ever — so men pray 
But 1 — this end God send me^ would 1 say, 

To die not of division and a heart 

Rent or with sword of severance doyen apart. 

But only when thou diest and only where thott art, 

O thon my soul and spirit and bieadi to me, 

O light, life, love I yea, let this only be. 

That dying I may praise God who gave me thee, 
let hap what will thereafter ' 

So that day 

They communed, even till even was worn away. 

Nor aught they said seemed strange or sad to say, 
But sweet as night’s dim dawn to weanncss 
Nor loved they life or love for death s saie less, 

Nor feared they death for love s or life s sale more. 
And on the sounding soft funereal shore 
They, watching till the day should wholly die, 

Saw the tar sea sweep to the far grey sky, 

Saw the long sands sweep to the long grey sea. 

And night made one sweet mist of moor and lea. 

And only far off shore the foam gave light 
And hfe m them sank silent as the night , 
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But all that year in Brittany forlorn, 

More sick at heart with wrath than fear of scorn 
And less in love with love than grief, and less 
With grief than pride of spirit and bitterness, 

Till all the sweet life of her blood was changed 
And all her soul from all her past estranged 
And all her will with all itself at strife 
And all her mind at war with all her life, 

Dwelt the white-handed Iseult, maid and ivife, 

A mourner that for mourning robes had on 
Anger and doubt and hate of things foregone. 

For that sweet spirit of old which made her sweet 
Was parched with blasts of thought as flowers with 
heat 

And withered as with wind of evil will ; 

Though slower than frosts or flres consume or kill 
That bleak black wind vexed all her spirit stUL 
As ripples reddening in the roughening breath 
Of the eager east when dawn does night to death, 
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So lose and staied «id imdJed sn thought 
Tietce lurren fluctuant fires that ht not aught, 

But scorched her soul vnth j cammg keen as hate 
And dreams that left her wmth disconsolate. 

\Vhen change came first on that first heaven where all 
life’s hours were flowers that dawn’s l^ht hand let fall, 
The sun that smote her dewy tJoud of days 
Wrought ftom its showery folds his rainbow’s rays, 

Bor love the red, for hope the gentle green. 

But yellow jealousy glared pale helween. 

Ere yet the sky grew heavier, and her hi“t4 
Bent flowetwisci chill with change and fancies fled, 

She saw but love arch all her heaven acaoss with red, 
A bummg bloom that seemed to breathe and beat 
And waver only as flame with rapturous heat 
Wavers , and all the world therewith smelt sweet, 

As incense kindling from the rose red flame 

And when that full flush waned, and love became 

Scarce famter, though his fading horoscope 

From certimde of sight receded, hope 

Held yet her Apnl coloured hght aloft 

As though to lure back love, a lamp sublime and soft 

But soon that hght paled as a leaf grows pale 

And fluttered leaf like in the gathenng gale 

And melted even as dew flakes, whose brief sheen 

The sun that gave despoils of ghttenng green , 

Till harder shone ’iwixt hope and love grown cold 
A sallow light like withering autumn’s gold. 

The pale strong flame of jealous thought, that glou-s 
hlore deep than hope’s green bloom or love’s 
enkindled rose 
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As though the sunflower’s faint fierce disk absorbed 
The spirit and heart of starrier flowers disorbed. 

That same full hour of twilight’s doors unbarred 
To let bright night behold in Joyous Gard 
The glad grave eyes of lovers far away 
Watch with sweet thoughts of death the death of day 
Saw lonelier by the narrow'er opening sea 
Sit fixed at watch Iseult of Brittany. 

As darkness from deep valleys void and bleak 
Climbs till it clothe with night the sunniest peak 
Where only of all a mystic mountain-land 
Day seems to cling yet with a trembling band 
And yielding heart reluctant to recede, 

So, till hex soul was clothed with night indeed, 

Rose the slow cloud of envious will tvithin 
And hardening hate that held itself no sin, 

Veiled heads of vision, eyes of evil gleam, 

Dim thought on thought, and darkling dream on dream. 
Far off she saw in spirit, and seeing abhorred, 

The likeness ^vrought on darkness of her lord 
Shine, and the imperial semblance at his side 
IVhose shadow from her seat cast down the bride, 
Whose power and ghostly presence thrust her forth ; • 
Beside that unknown other sea far north 
She saw them, clearer than in present sight 
Rose on her eyes the starry shadow of night ; 

And on her heart that heaved with gathering fate 
Rose red with storm the starless shadow of hate ; 
And eyes and heart made one saw surge and swell 
The fires of sunset like the fires of hell. 
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As tiiotigb God's wnih would bum up sia with shame, 
The Incensed red gold of deepening heaven grew 
fUme 

The sweet green spaces of the soft low shy 
Faded, as fields that withering wind leaves dry 
The sea’s was like a doomsman’s blasting b^th 
From bps afoaa mtb ravenous last of death 
A night like dcsolauoa, sombre staned. 

Above the great walled girth of Joyous Card 
Spread forth rts wide sad strength of shadow and 
gloom 

Wherein those twain were compassed round wiji doom : 
Hell from beneath caded on them, and ^e heard 
Reverberate ju^ment ra the wild wind’s word 
Cry, till the sole sound of ibeir names that rang 
Oove all the sea-mist with a clarion’s clang, 

And clouds to clouds and flames to dustenng flames 
Beat back the dark noise of the direful names. 

Fear and strong exultation caught her breath. 

And tnnmph like the bitterness of death. 

And rapture like the rage of hate allayed 
With rum and ravm that its mi^t hath made , 

And her heart swelled and stiamed itself to hear 
tVhat may be beard of no man’s hungeni^ ear. 

And as a soil that cleaves in twain for drouth 
Thirsted for 3udgroent given of God’s own mouth 
Against them, till the strength of dark desire 
W as m her as a flame of hell s own fire. 

Not seemed the wrath which held her spunt in stress 
Aught else or worse than paaionate holiness, 



THE WIFE'S VIGIL. 


119 

Nor the ardent hate which called on judgment's rod 
More hateful than the righteousness of God. 

^ How long, till thou do justice, and my wrong 
Stand expiate? 0 long-suffering judge, how long? 
Shalt thou not put him in mine hand one day 
IVhom I so loved, to spare not hut to sky? 

Shalt thou not cast her do^vn for me to tread, 

Me, on the pale pride of her humbled head ? 

Do I not well, being angry? doth not hell 
Require them? yea, thou knowest that I do well 
Is not thy seal there set of bloodred light 
For witness on the brows of day and night ? 

Who shall unseal it? what shall melt away 
Thy signet from the doors of night and day ? 

No man, nor strength of any spirit above, 

Nor prayer, nor ardours of adulterous love. 

Thou art God, the strong lord over body and soul : 
Hast thou not in the terrors of thy scroll 
All names of all men written as mtli fire ? 

Thine only breath bids time and space respire : 

And are not all things evil in them done 
More clear in thine eyes than in ours the sun ? 

Hast thou not sight stretched wide enough to see 
These that offend it, these at once and me ? 

Is thine arm shortened or tliine hand struck down 
As palsied ? have thy brows not strength to fro^vn ? 
Are thine eyes blind with film of withering age? 

Bums not thine heart with righteousness of rage 
Yet,’ and the royal rancour toward thy foes 
Retributive of ruin ? Time should close. 
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Thou said St, and earth fade as a leaf grows grey, 

Ere one word said of thine should pass away 
Was this then not thy word, thou God mos* high, 
That sin shall surely bring fortli death and die, 

Seeing how these twain hve and have joy of life. 

His harlot and the man that made me w'lfe * 

For is It I, perchance, I that have smned? 

Me, peradventure, should tnj wasting wind 
Smite, and thy sun blast, and thy storms devour 
Me with Veen fangs of bghtmng? should thy power 
Put forth on me the weight of its awakemng hour? 
Shall I that bear this burden bear that weight 
Of judgment? is my sin against thee great, 

If all my heart against them bum with all its hate? 
Thine, and not mine, should hate be ? nay, but me 
They have spoiled and scoffed at, who can touch not 
theci 

Me, me, the fullness of then joy drams dry, 

Their frmtfulcess makes barren thou, not I, 

Lord, IS It, whom their wrongdoing clothes with shame, 
That all who speak shoot tongues out at thy name 
As aD who hear rnoch mine ? Make me thy swo’d 
At least, if even thou too be wronged, O Lord, 

At aU of these that wrong me m^e mine hand 
As lightning, or my tongue a fiery brand, 

To bum or smite them with thy wrath behold, 

I have nought on earth save thee for hope or hold. 
Fail me not thou I have nought but this to crave. 
Make me thy mean to giv e them to ihe grave, 
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Thy sign that all men seeing may speak thee just, 
Thy word which turns the s^^xengths of sin to dust, 
Thy blast which bums up towem and thrones with fire. 
Lord, is this gift, this grace that I require, 

So great a gift, Lord, for thy grace to give 
And bid me bear thy part retributive? 

That I whom scorn makes mouths at, I might be 
Thy untness if loud sin may mock at thee? 

For lo, my life is as a barren ear 
Plucked from the sheaf : dark days drive past me here 
Downtrodden, while jo}^s reapers pile their sheaves, 
A thing more vile than autumn’s weariest leaves, 

For these the sun filled once with sap of life. 

O thou my lord that hadst me to thy udfe, 

Dost thou not fear at ail, remembering me, 

The love that bowed my whole soul down to thee? 

Is tliis so wholly nought for man to dread, 

Man, whose life walks between the quick and dead, 
Naked, and warred about with wind and sea, 

That one should love and hate as I do thee? 

That one should live in ail the world his foe 
So mortal as the hate that loves him so ? 

Nought, is it nought, O husband, O my knight, 

O strong man and indomitable in fight, 

That one moire weak than foam-bells on the sea 
Should have in heart such thoughts as I of thee? 
Thou art bound about with stately strengths for bands : 
What strength shall keep thee from my strengthless 
hands? 
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Thou art girt about with goodly guards and great 
What fosse may fence thee round as deep as hate? 
Thou art wise will wisdom teach thee fear of me? 
Thou art great of heart shall this deliver thee? 

What wall so massive, or what tow et so high, 

Shall be thv surety that thou shouldst not die, 

If that which comes against thee be but I ? 

"Who shall rise up of power to taVe thy part, 

What shill find strength to save, what strength find art, 
If that which wars against thee be my heart ? 

Not iron, nor the might of force afield, 

Nor edge of sword, nor sheltering weight of shield. 
Nor all thy fame since all thy praise began. 

Nor all the love and laud thou hast of man. 

Nor, though his noiseless hours with wool be shod. 
Shall God’s love beep thee from the wrath of God. 

O sen of sorrows^ base thocr said af frear^ 

Haply, God loves thee, God shall take thy part, 

^Vho hath all these years endured thee, since thy birth 
From sorrow’s womb bade sin be bom on earth ? 

So long he hath cast bis buckler over thee. 

Shall he not surely guard thee even from me? 

Yea, but if yet he give thee while 1 live 
Into mine hands as be shall surely give, 

Ere death at last brmg darkness on thy face. 

Call then on him, call not on me for grace, 

Cast not away one prayer, one supphint breath. 

On me that commune all this while with death. 

For I that was not and that was thy wife 
Oesire not but one hour of all thy life 
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\ATierein to triumph till that hour be past ; 

But this mine hour I look for is thy last* 

So mused she till the fire in sea and sky 
Sank, and the northwest wind spake harsh on high, 
And like the sea’s heart waxed her heart that heard, 
Strong, dark, and bitter, till tlie keen wind’s word 
Seemed of her own soul spoken, and the breath 
All round her not of darkness, but of death. 
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TBE LAST PILGRIMAGE. 

Enough of ease, O Love, enough of light, 

Enougn of rest before the shadow of night 
Strong Love, whom death finds feebler ; kingly Love, 
Whom time discrowns in season, seeing thy dove 
Spell-stricken by the serpent ; for thy sake 
These that saw light see night’s darsm only break, 
Night’s cup filled up with slumber, whence men think 
The draught more dread than thine was dire to drink. 
O Love, thy day sets darkling : hope and fear 
Fall from thee standing stem as death stands here. 

For what have these to do with fear or hope 
On whom the gates of outer darkness ope, 

On whom the door of life’s desire is barred ? 

Past like a cloud, their days in Joyous Card 
Gleam like a cloud the westering sun stains red 
Till all the blood of day’s blithe heart be bled 
And all night’s heart requickened j in their eyes 
So flame and fade those far memorial skies, 

So shines the moorland, so revives the sea, 

Whereon they gazing mused of things to be 
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Asd wist not more of them than waters know 
What wmd with next day’s change of Ude shall blow 
Dark roll the deepening days whose waves divide 
Unseasonably, with storm struck change of tide, 
Tnstiam &om Iseult nor may sorrow say 
If better wmd shall blow than yesterday 
With next day risen or any day to come. 

Por ere the songs of summer’s death fell dumb, 

And autumn ba4e the imperial moorbnds change 
Their purples, and the bracken’s bloom grow strange 
As hope s green blossom touched with time’s harsh 
rust, 

Was all their joy of life shaken to dust. 

And all its fire njade ashes by the strand 
Where late they strayed and communed hand from 
hand 

For the last time fell separate, eyes of eyes 
Took for the last time leave, and saw the skies 
Dark with their deep division. The last time— 

The last that ever love’s rekindling rfiymc 
Should keep for them life’s days and nights in tunc 
Wth refluence of the mommg and the moon 
Alternative m rausic, and make one 
The senrets of the stardawn and the sun 
For these twam souls ere darkness held them fast , 
The U»t before the labour marked for last 
And toil of utmost knighthood, till the wage 
Of test might crown his crowmng pUgrimage 
Whereon forth farmg must he take farewell, 

With spear for staff and sword for scallop-shell 
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And scrip wherein close memory hoarded yet 
Things holier held than death might well forget ) 
The last time ere the travel were begun 
Whose goal is unbeholden of the sun, 

The last wherewith love’s eyes might yet be lit, 
Came, and they could but dream they knew not it. 
For Tristram parting from her wist at heart 
How well she wist they might not choose but part, 
And he pass forth a pilgrim, when there came 
A sound of summons in the high king’s name 
For succour toward his vassal Triamour, 

King in wild Wales, now spoiled of all his power. 
As Tristram’s father ere his fair son’s birth, 

By one the strongest of the sons of earth, 

Urgan, an iron bulk of giant mould ; 

And Iseult in Tintagel as of old 

Sat crowned with state and sorrow : for her lord 

At Arthur’s hand required her back restored, 

And willingly compelled against her will 
She yielded, saying within her own soul still 
Some season yet of soft or stormier breath 
Should haply give her life again or death: 

For now nor quick nor dead nor bright nor dark 
Were all her nights and days wherein ELing Mark 
Held haggard watch upon her, and his eyes 
Were cloudier than the gradual wintering skies 
That closed about the wan wild land and sea. 

And bitter toward him waxed her heart ; but he 
Was rent in twain betwixt harsh love and hate 
With pain and passion half compassionate 
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That yearned and laboured to be quit of shame, 

And could not and his life grew stnouldenng flame, 
And here a cloud full-charged with storm and shower, 
Though touched with trembling gleams of fife’s bright 
flower 

That flashed and tided on its fitful veige, 

As hope would stnve with darkness and emerge 
And sink, a swimmer strangled by the swallowing 
surge. 

But Tnstram by dense hills and deepening vales 
Kode through the wild glad wastes of glorious Wales, 
High hearted with desire of happy fight 
And strong in soul with rnemer sense of might 
Than smee the fair first years that hailed him knight t 
For all bis will was toward the war, so long 
Had. love repressed and wriyight hjs gluey wrong. 

So far the tnumph and so fair the praise 
Seemed now that kindled all his April days. 

And here m bnght blown autumn, while hts life 
Was summer’s yet t>T strength toward love or stnfe, 
BUthe waxed his hope toward battle, and high desire 
To pluck once more as out of circling fire 
Fame, the broad flower whose breath makes death 
more sweet 

Than roses crushed by love’s recedmg feet 
But all the lovely land wherein he went 
The blast of rum and ravenous war had rent , 

And black with fire the fields where homesteads were, 
And foul with festering dead the high soft air. 
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Aiul loud Viith of vromtn r:irit5y u 5^.rcam 
VHtosc own live song ^o^5 like love’s deepening dream, 
Spoke oil ogo5n*;t the sjx>ikr : wherefore still 
Wrath wooed ^v5l!\ pity, quickening all his will, 

In Tristram^s hevtn for ever}" league he rode 
Thro'jgh the odnng land so brood a curf^e bestrode 
With so supreme a shadow r till one da^ni, 

AIksvc the green bloom of n gleaming liwn, 

High on the *^troit sleep windy bridge that sponticd 
A glen% deep mouth, he sow that shadow stand 
Viriblc, sword on thigh and mace in liand 
Vast a*? the xnid bull: of a roofuree's beam. 

So, sheer above the wild rrolf-hountcd stream, 

Dire as the face disfeatured of a dream, 

Rose Urgan : and his eyes were night and name : 

But Idee tlic fjcrj" da>m ttctc his that came 
Agviinst him, lit with more sublime desire 
Tlun lifts toward heaven the leaping heart of fire : 
And strong in vantage of his perilous place 
TJic Imgc high presence, red as earth’s first race, 
Reared like a reed the might up of his mnee, 

And smote : but lightly Tristram sivcnTd, and drove 
Right in on him, whose void stroke only dove 
Air, and fell wndc, thundering athwart ; and he 
Sent forth a slormicf cry thin wind or sea 
Wlicn midnight takes the tempest for her lord ; 

And all the glen’s throat seemed as hell's that roared ; 
But high like heaven’s lig])t over hell shone Tristram’s 
sword, 

K 
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Falling, and bnglil as stoim shows God’s bare brand 
Flashed as it shore sheer off the hnge right hand 
Whose strength was as tlie shadow of death oa all that 
land. 

And like the trunk of some gnia tree sawn through 
Reeled Urgan, as hw left Innd grasped and drew 
A steel by sorcerers tempered and anew 
Raged the red wind of fluaiunt fight, till all 
The cliffs were thrilled as bv the clangorous caD 
Of storm’s blown tnmpets from the core of wght, 
Chargmg and even as with the storm wind s might 
On Tnstrain's helm that sword crashed and the knight 
Fell, and his arms clashed, and a wide ay brake 
From those far off that heard it, for his sake 
Soul Btridcen and that bulk of monstrous bJlh 
Sent forth again a cry more dire for mirth 
But ere the sunbnght arms srere soiled of earth 
They flashed again, re risen and swift and loud 
Rang the strokes out as from a circling cloud. 

So dense the dust wrought over them its drifted 
shroud* 

Strong strokes, withm the mist their battle made. 
Each haded on other through the shifting shade 
That dung about them hurtling as the swifr fight 
swayed 

And each between the jomted corslet saw 

Break (bith his foe s bright blood at each gnm flaw 

Steel made m hammered iron till again 

The fiend put forth hts might mote strong for pain 

And deft the great knight’s glittenng shield in twain. 
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Laughing for very wrath and thirst to Idll, 

A heasf s broad laugh of blind and wolfish will, 

And smote again ere Tristram's lips drew breath 
Panting, and swept as by the sense of death, 

That surely should have touched and sealed them fast 
Save that the sheer stroke shrilled aside, and passed 
Frustrate : but answering Tristram smote anew, 

And thrust the brute breast as with lightning through 
Clean with one cleaving stroke of perfect might : 

And violently the vast bulk leapt upright, 

And plunged over tlie bridge, and fell : and all 
The cliffs reverberate from his monstrous fall 
Rang : and the land by Tristram's grace was free. 

So vnth high iaud and honoxxr tfience went he, 

And southward set his sail again, and passed 
The lone land's ending, first beheld and last 
Of eyes that look on England from the sea ; 

And his heart mourned within him, knowing how ^he 
Whose heart with his was fatefully made fast 
Sat now fast bound, as though some charm were cast 
About her, such a brief space eastward thence, 

And yet might soul not break the bonds of sense 
And bring her to him in very life and breath 
More than had this been even the sea of death 
That washed between them, and its wide sweet light 
The dim strait’s darkness of the narrowing night 
That shuts about men dying whose souls put forth 
To pierce its passage through : but south and north 
Alike for him were other than they were : 

For all the northward coast shone smooth and fair, 

KZ 
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And off W >«)« cjifs the keen-edged »it 
Blew WTomeT, Vvndlicg 6<Kn )\‘tx cviile bngliV laouA t 
But winter bteatl’ed out of the rniirTnt.nng south, 
lVh*Te, pale with wnth^ul watch on passing thip, 
The lone wife lay m wan with wan dumb lips. 

Yet, sailing where the shoreward npp*e curled 
Of the tnost wild rweet waves in all the world, 

Ha soul took comfort even fo'' joy to tee 
The strong deep joy of living sun and sea. 

The large deep love of living tea and land. 

At past the lonel) hon-guarded strand 

lYhcre that huge warder lifts ha couehoat sides 

Asleep, above the t'ecpless lapse of tides 

The light tail swept, and past the unsounded caves 

Unsearchable, wherein the pulse of waves 

Throbs through perpetual darkness to and fro. 

And the blind night swims heavily below 
ViTiflc htanly the strong noon broods above, 

Even to the very hay whence very Love, 

Strong daughter of the giant godi who wrought 
Sun, earth, ard sea out of their prOcrcant thought, 
Mo^t TOtetly might have nstn, and most divine 
Beheld arid heard things round her sound and shme 
From floors of foam and gold to walls of serpentine. 
For splendid as the limbs of that supreme 
Incarnate beauty through men's visions gleam, 
Whereof all fittest things are even but shadow or 
dream, 

And lovely Uke as Love s own hcavenlicst face. 
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Gleams there and glows the presence and the grace 

Even of the mother of all, in perfect pride of place. 

For otherwhere beneath our world-wide sky 

There may not be beheld of men that die 

Aught else like this that dies not, nor may stress 

Of ages that bow down men's worlcs make less 

The exultant awe that clothes with power its loveliness. 

For who sets eye thereon soever knows 

How since these rocks and waves first rolled and rose 

The marvel of their many-coloured might 

Hath borne this record sensible to sight, 

The witness and the symbol of their own delight, 

The gospel graven of life's most heavenly law, 

Joy, brooding on its own still soul with awe, 

A sense of godlike rest in godlike strife, 

The sovereign conscience of the spirit of life. 

Nor othenvhere on strand or mountain tower 
Hath such fair beauty shining forth in flower 
Put on the imperial robe of such imperious power. 

For all the radiant rocks from depth to height 
Bum with vast bloom of glories blossom-bright 
As though the sun's own hand had thrilled them 
through with light 

And stained them through with splendour ; yet from 
thence 

Such awe strikes rapture through the spirit of sense 
From all the inaccessible sea-wall's girth. 

That exultation, bright at heart as mirth, 

Bows deeper down before the beauty of earth 
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Than fear may bow down e\er nor shall one 
^Vho meets at Alpine dawn the mounting sun 
On heights too high for many a wing to climb 
Be touched with sense of aught seen more subhmC 
Than here smiles high and sweet m face of heaven 
and tune 

For here the flower of fire, the soft hoar bloom 
Of springtide olive woods, the warm green gloom 
Of douded seas that swell and sound with dawn o! 
doom, 

The keen thwart lightmng and the wan grey light 
Of stormy sunrise crossed and vexed with night, 
Flash, loom, and laugh vnth divers hues m one 
From all the curved cliff's face, till day be done, 
Agamst the sea's lace and the gazing sun. 

And whensoever a strong wave, high in hope, 

Sweeps up some smooth slant breadth of stone aslope. 
That glowed with duskier fire of hues less bright, 
Swift as It sweeps back springs to sudden sight 
The splendour of the moist rocl^S fervent hgbt, 

Fresh as fiom dew of birth when tune was bom 
Out of the world conceiving womb of mom. 

AH Its quenched flames and darkling hues divine 
ILeap into lustrous h/e and laugh and shine 
And darken into swift and dim decline 
For one brief breath's space tiU the next wave run 
Faght up, and npple down again, undone, 

And leave it to be kissed and kindled of the sun. 

And all these things, bright as they shone before 
Man first set foot on earth or sail from shore, 
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Rose not less radiant tlian the sun sees now 
When the autumn sea was cloven of Tnstram’s prow. 
And strong in sorrow and hope and woful will 
That hope might move not nor might sorrow Idll 
He held his way back toward the wild sad shore 
Whence he should come to look on these no more, 
Nor ever, save with sunless eyes shut fast, 

Sail home to sleep in home-born earth at last 
And all these things fled fleet as light or breath 
Past, and his heart waxed cold and dull as death, 

Or swelled but as the tides of sorrow swell, 

To sink with sullen sense of slow farewell 
So surely seemed the silence even to sigh 
Assurance of inveterate prophecy, 

^Thou shalt not come again home hither ere thou die,' 
And the wind mourned and triumphed, and the sea 
Wailed and took heart and trembled ; nor might he 
Hear more of comfort in their speech, or see 
More certitude in all the waste world^s range 
Than the only certitude of death and change. 

And as the sense and semblance fluctuated 
Of all things heard and seen alive or dead 
That smote far off upon his ears or eyes 
Or memory mixed Avith forecasts fain to rise 
And fancies faint as ghostliest prophecies, 

So seemed his own soul, changefully forlorn. 

To shrink and triumph and mount up and mourn- 
Yet all its fltful waters, clothed with night, 

Lost heart not wholly, lacked not wholly light, 

Seeing over life and death one star in sight 
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■NVhcre ercnia^s gates as Cur as mortucg’s ope, 

Whose name was memory, but whose fiame was hopt 
For all the tides of thought that rose and sank 
Felt its fair strength wherefrom strong sorrow shrank 
A mighbet trust than time could change or cloy, 
More strong than sorrow, more secure than joy 
So came he, nor content nor all unblest. 

Back to the grey old land of Merlin’s rest. 

But ere sii paces forth on shore he trod 
Before him stood a knight with feet unshod, 

And kneeling called upon hun, as on God 
Might sick tnen call for pity, praying aloud 
With hands held up and head made bare and bowed, 
‘Tnstram, for God s love and ihme own dear fame, 

I Tnstiam that am one with thee in name 
And cue m heart with all that praise thee— I, 

Most woful man of all that may not die 

For heartbreak and the heavier scourge of shame, 

By all thy glory done our woful name 
Beseech thee, called of all men gentlest kmght, 

Be now not slow to do my sorrows right 
1 charge thee for thy fame’s sake through this land, 

I ptay thee by thine own wife's fair white hand. 

Have pity of mt whose love is borne away 
By one that makes of poor men’s hv es his prey, 

A felon masked with knighthood at his side 
-Sffsi^brethren hath he night or dav to nde 
IVith sevsn knights more that wait on all his wiD 
here yet one day fulfil 
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llirough these Tvild lands his prisoner ; and if now 
I lose her, and my prayer be vain, and thou 
Less fain to serve lovers servants than of yore, 

Then surely shall I see her face no more. 

But if thou wilt, for lovers sake of the bride 
Who lay most loved of women at thy side, 

Strike with me, straight then hence behoves us ride 
And rest between the moorside and the sea 
Where we may smite them passing : but for me 
Poor stranger, me not worthy scarce to touch 
Thy kind strong hand, how shouldst thou do so much ? 
For now lone left tliis long time waits thy wdfe 
And lacks her lord and light of wedded life 
Whilst thou far off art famous : yet thy fame, 

If thou take pity on me tliat bear thy name 
Unworthily, but by that name implore 
Thy grace, how shall not even thy fame grow more ? 
But be thy will as God^s among us done. 

Who art far in fame above us as the sun : 

Yet only of him have all men help and grace/ 

And all the lordly light of Tristram's face 
Was softened as the sun's in kindly spring. 

‘Nay, then may God send me as evil a thing 
When I give ear not to such prayers,' he said, 

‘And make my place among the nameless dead 
When I put back one hour the time to smite 
And do the unrighteous griefs of good men right 
Behold, I wall not enter in nor rest 
Here in mine own halls till tliis piteous quest ^ 

Find end ere noon to-morrow : but do thou, ^ 
WTiose sister’s face I may not look on now, 
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Co, Ganhardine, -with tiding of the voir 
That bids me turn asidt for one day's stnfe 
Or live dishonoured all my day's of life, 

And greet lor me in brother's vnse my wife, 

Ard crave her pardon that for knighthood’s sake 
And iromanhood s, whose bonds may no man break 
And keep the bands of bouuden honour fast, 

I seek not her till two nights j et be past 
And this my quest accoinpltshed, so God please 
Byrne to give this young man's anguish ease 
And on his wrongdoer’s head his wrong requite.* 

And Tnstram with that woful ihankf.:! knight 
Rode by the seaside moorUrd wastes away 
Between the quickening night and darkening day 
Ere half the gathering stars had heart to shine. 

And lightly toward his sister Ganhaidine 
Sped, where she sat and gared alone a£ir 
Above the grey sea for the sunset star, 

And lightly kissed her hand and lightly spake 
His tiding of that quest for knighthood a sake. 

And the white handed Iscult, bosnng her head. 
Gleamed on him with a glance athwart, and said , 

*As God s on earth and far above the sun, 

So toward his handmaid be my lord s will done.' 

And doubts too dim to question or divine 
Touched as with shade the spirit of Ganliardme, 
Heanng , and scarce for half a doubtful breath 
His bnght light heart held half a thought of death 
And knew not whence this darkling thought might be^ 
But surely not hw sister’s work for she 
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Was ever sweet and good as summer air, 

And soft as dew when all the night is fair. 

And gracious as the golden maiden moon 
When darkness craves her blessing : so full soon 
His mind was light again as leaping waves, 

Nor dreamed that hers was like a field of graves 
"Where no man^s foot dares swerve to left or right, 
Nor ear dares hearken, nor dares eye take sight 
Of aught that moves and murmurs there at night. 

' But by the sea-banks where at mom their foes 
Might find them, lay those knightly name-fellows, 
One sick with grief of heart and sleepless, one 
With heart of hope triumphant as the sun 
Dreaming asleep of love and fame and fight : 

But sleep at last wrapped warm the wan young knight ; 
And Tristram with the first pale windy light 
Woke ere tlie sun spake summons, and his ear 
Caught the sea*s call that fired his heart to hear, 

A noise of waking waters : for till dawn 

The sea was silent as a mountain lawn 

When the wind speaks not, and the pines are dumb, 

And summer takes her fill ere autumn come 

Of life more soft than slumber : but ere day 

Rose, and the first beam smote the bounding bay, 

Up sprang the strength of the dark East, and took 
With its wide wings the waters as they shook, 

And hurled them huddling on aheap, and cast 
The full sea shoreward with a great glad blast, 

Blown from the heart of morning : and mth joy 
Full-souled and perfect passion, as a boy 
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That leaps «p light to wrestle with the sea 
For pure heart’s gladness and large ecstasy, 

Up sprang the might of Tristram , and his soul 
Yearned for delight wtthm him, and waxed whole 
As a young child’s with rapture of the hour 
That brought his spmt and all the world to fiower. 
And all the bright blood in his veins beat tune 
To the wind’s danon and the water’s chime 
That called him and he followed it and stood 
On the sand s verge before the grey great flood 
Where the white hurUiug heads of waves that met 
Rose unsaluted of the sunnse ycL 
And from his heart’s root outward shot the sweet 
Strong joy that thrilled him to the hands and feet, 
Filhng his limbs with pleasure and glad might, 

And his soul diank the immcasuiable delight 
That earth drinks in with morning, and the free 
Limitless love that hits the stimcg sea 
When on her bare bnght bosom as a bride 
bhe takes the young sun, perfect in his pnde, 

Home to his place with passion and the heart 
Trembled for joy within the man whose jpaxt 
Was here not least in living , and his rnmd 
AVas rapt abroad beyond man’s meaner kind 
And pierced with love of aU things and with mirth 
Moved to make one with heaven andheavenhke earth 
And with the light hve water So awhile 
He watched the dim sea with a deepening smile, 

And felt the sound and savour and swift flight 
Of jvaves that fled beneath the lading night 
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And died before the darkness, like a song 
With harps between and trumpets blown ong 
Through the loud air of some triumphant day, 
Sink through his spirit and purge all sense away 
Save of the glorious gladness of Ins hour 
And all the world about to break in flower 
Before the sovereign laughter of the sun ; 

And he, ere nighes wide work lay all undone. 
As earth from her bright body casts off night. 
Cast off his raiment for a rapturous fight 
And stood between the sea’s edge and the sea 


Naked, and godlike of his mould as he ^ 

Whose swift foot’s sound shook all the towers of Troy . 
So clothed with might, so girt upon with joy, 

As, ere the knife had shorn to feed the fire 
His glorious hair before the unkindled pyre 
Whereon the half of his great heart was lai ; 

Stood, in the light of his live limbs arrayed. 


Child of heroic earth and heavenly sea. 

The flower of all men : scarce less bright t an le, 
If any of all men latter-born might stand. 

Stood Tristram, silent, on the glimmering stran 


Not long : but with a cry of love that rang 
As from a trumpet golden-mouthed, he sprang, 
As toward a mother’s where his head might rest 
Her child rejoicing, toward the strong sea s reas 
That none may gird nor measure ; and his ear 
Sent forth a shout that bade his lips not part, 


But triumphed in him silent : no mans voice, 
No song, no sound of clarions that rejoice, 
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Can set that gloiy forth Tshidi fills with fire 
The body and soul that ha\ c thejr whole desire 
Silent, and freer than birds or dreams are free 
Take all their will of all the encountering sea. 

And toward the foam he bent and forward smote, 
laughing, and launched his body like a boat 
Fun to the sea breach, and against the tide 
Struck strongly forth with amorous arms made Wide 
To take the bnght breast of the wave to hiS 
And on his hj>s the sharp sweet minnte's kiss 
Given of the wave’s lip for a breath's space curled 
And pure as at the daydawn of the world. 

And round him all the bnght rough shuddering sea 
Kindled, as though the world were even as he. 

Heart stung with ciulution of desire 

And all the life that moved him seemed to aspire, 

As all the sea's life toward the sun and sdll 
Dehght within him waaed with qmckening will 
More smooth and strong and perfect as a flame 
That springs and spreads, till each glad limb became 
A note of rapture m the tune of bfe, 
lave music mild and keen as sleep and stnfc 
Till the sweet change that bids the sense grow sure 
Of deeper depth and punty mOTe pure 
Wrapped Kim and lapped bun round with clearer cold* 
And an the nppling green grew royal gold 
Between him and the fer sun's rising nm. 

And like the sun his heart rejoiced in him, 

And brightened with a broadenmg flame of tmrth t 
And hardly seemed its life a part of earth, 
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But the life kindled of a fiery birth 
And passion of a new-begotten son 
Between tlie live sea and the living sun. 

And mightier grew the joy to meet full-faced 
Each wave, and mount with upward plunge, and taste 
The rapture of its rolling strength, and cross 
Its flickering crown of snows that flash and toss 
Like plumes in battle’s blithest diarge, and thence 
To match the next with yet more strenuous sense 5 
Till on his eyes the light beat hard and bade 
His face turn west and shoreward through the glad 
Swift revel of the waters golden-clad, 

And back with light reluctant heart he bore 
Across the broad-backed rollers in to shore; 
Strong-spirited for die chance and cheer of fight, 

And donned his arms again, and felt die might 
In all his limbs rejoice for strength, and praised 
God for such hfe as that whereon he gazed, 

And wist not surely its joy was even as fleet 
As that which laughed and lapsed against his feet, 
The bright tliin grey foam-blossom, glad and hoar, 
That flings its flower along the flowerless shore 
On sand or shingle, and still with sweet strange snows, 
As where one great white storm-dishevelled rose 
May rain her wild leaves on a wndy land, 

Strews for long leagues the sounding slope of strand, 
And flower on flower falls flashing, and anew 
A firesh light leaps up whence the last flash flew, 

And casts its brief glad gleam of life away 
To fade not flowerwise but#as drops the day 
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Storm •SKutten, when st once the dark devours 
Heaven and the sea and earth with aU their flowers } 
No star m heaven, on earth no rose to see, O 

Bat the white tJown hnef Lloscms of the sea, 

That make her green gloom stamer than the sky, 
T>ance j et hetorc the tempestls tone, and die. 

And all these things he gUnced upon, and knew 
How fcut they shone, from earth’s least flake of dew 
To sttelch of seaa and immitieoce of skies. 

Unwittingly, with unpresageful eyes, 

For the last nine. The world’s half heavenly face, 

The music of the silence of the place, 

The confluence and the influence of the sea, 

The wind’s note ringing over wold and lea. 

Smote once more through him keen as fire that smote, 
3Elang once more through him one reverberate note, 
That faded as be turned again and went. 

Fulfilled by strenuous joy with strong content, 

To take his last delight of labova done 
That yet should be beholden of the sun 
Or ever give mau comfort of his hand. 

Beside a wood’s edge m the broken land 
An bom at wait the twain tt^ether stood, 

TiU swift between the mootside and the wood 
Flashed the spears forward of the coming tram , 

And seeing beside the strong chief spoiler's mn 
His wan love nding pnsoner in the crew, 

Forth with a cry the young man leapt, and flew 
on that felou. sudden as a flame , 

And hard at hand the mightier Tristram came. 
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Bright as the sxm and terrible as fire : 

And there had sword and spear their sours desire, 
And blood that quenched the spearis thirst as it poured 
Slaked royally the hunger of the sword, 

Till tlic fierce heart of steel could scarce fulfil 
Its greed and ravin of insatiate will. 

For three the fiery spear of Tristram drove 
Donm ere a point of theirs his haniess clove 
Or its o\Nm sheer mid shaft splintered in twain ; 

And his heart bounded in him, and was fain 
As fire or wind that takes its fill by night 
Of tempest and of triumph : so the knight 
Rejoiced and ranged among them, great of hand. 

Till seven lay slain upon the heatliery sand 
Or in the dense breadth of the woodside fern. 

Nor did his heart not mightier in him bum 
Seeing at his hand that young knight fallen, and high 
The red sword reared again that bade him die. 

But on the slayer exulting like the flame 
WTiose foot foreshines the thunder Tristram came 
Raging, for piteous ^^'rath had made him fire ; 

And as a lion’s look his face was dire 
That flashed against his foeman ere the sword 
Lightened, and wrought the heart’s will of its lord, 
And clove through casque and crown the ^v^ongdoer’s 
head. 

And right and left about their dark chief dead 
Hurtled and hurled those felons to and fro, 

Till as a storm-^vind scatters leaves and snow 

h 
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Hi&rjlvthand rareiung scattered their , but one 
That fled -with stdelong glance athwart the sun 
Shot, and the shaft flew sure, and smote anght, 

TuU in the wound s print of his great first fight 
When at hts young stren'ih's peril he uiade hec 
Cornwall, and slew beside its bo'denng sea 
The fair land’s foe, who yielding up his breath 
Yet left him wounded tugh to dath slow death. 

And hardly vath long toll thence he won home 
Between the grey moor and the ghmmenng foam. 
And halting fared through his own gale, and fell. 
Thirsting for as the sleepless fire of hell 
The fire within him of his wound again 
Burned, and his face was dart as death for pam. 
And blind the blithe light of his eyes but they 
Wiihui that watched and wist not of the Cray 
Came forth and cned aload on him for woe 
And scarce aloud his thanVs fell faint and slow 
As men reared up the strong man fallen and bore 
I>own the deep hall that lookeil along the shore, 
And laid him soft abed, and sought m vain 
t( herb OS hasd uf Iw^ii might heal his pain. 

And the white-handed Iseult heaikemng beard 
AD, and drew nigh, and spake no wifdy word, 

But pared upon him douhtfuUy, with eyes 

Clouded , and he lu Sandly knightly wise 

Spake With scant breath, and smiling * Surely this 

Is penance for discourteous lips to 

And f*«l tbi* brand bum through them, here to he 

And Uck the strength here to do more than sigh 
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And hope not hence for pardon.* Then she bowed 
Her head, still silent as a stooping cloud, 

And laid her lips against his face; and he 
Felt sink a shadow across him as the sea 
Slight feel a cloud stoop toward it : and his heart 
Darkened as one that Avastes by sorcerous art 
And kno\\5 not whence it withers : and he turned 
Back from her emerald eyes his own, and yearned 
All night for eyes all golden : and the dark 
Hung sleepless round liim till the loud hrst lark 
Rang record forth once more of darkness done, 

And all things bom took comfort from the sun. 



149 


IX, 

THE SAILING OF THE SWAN 

Fate, that was born ere spirit and flesh were made, 
The fire that fills man's life with light and shade 5 
The power beyond all godhead which puts on 
All forms of multitudinous unison, 

A raiment’ of eternal change imvrought 
With shapes and hues more subtly spun than thought, 
Where all things old bear fruit of all things new 
And one deep chord throbs all the music through, 
The chord of change unchanging, shadow and light 
Inseparable as reverberate day from night ; 

Fate, that of all things save the soul of man 
Is lord and God since body and soul began ; 

Fate, that keeps all the tune of things in chime ; 

Fate, that breathes power upon the lips of time ] 

That smites and soothes with heavy and healing hand 
All joys and sorrows bom in life's dim land, 

Till joy be found a shadow and sorrow a breath 
And life no discord in the tune vnth death, 

But all things fain alike to die and live 
In pulse and lapse of tides alternative, 
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Through silwicc and through *ound of peace and slnfe, 
Tdl birth and death be one w s'ght of We, 
rate, heard and eecn of no man’s eyes ot ears, 

To no man shoan thjougli light of tmdes ot tears. 
And moved of no man’s praj er to fold its mrga , 
Tate, that IS night and light on worldly things , 

Fate, that is fire to bum and sea to drown. 

Strength to build up and thunder to cast down , 

Fate, shield and screen for each man’s lifelong head, 
And sword at last ot dart that stribcs it dead , 

Fate, higher than heaven ard deeper than the grave, 
That saves and spates not, spares and doth not save. 
Fate, that in gods' wise is not bought and sold 
For prajet or price of pem’cnce or gold , 

Whose Uw shall live when life bids earth farewell 
Whose J rmce hath for shadows heaven and hell , 
UTiose judgment into no god's hand is gneo- 
N or IS Its doom not more than hell or heaven 
Fate, that « pure of love and clean of hate, 

Being equilveyed u nought may be but fate , 
Through marry and weary days of foiled desire 
lamds We to test where tears no more take fire , 
Through many and weary dreams of quenched del ght 
Leads hfe throng death past sense of day and night. 

Nor shaQ they feel or fear, whose date is done, 
Aught that made once mote dark the living sua 
And biUttet m their breathing hps the breath 
Than the dsic dawn and biiter dust of death, 
lor all the light, with fragrance as of flowers. 

That clothes the lithe live hmba of separate hours, 
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More sweet to savour and more clear to sight 
Dawns on tlie soul deadi's undivided night 
No \dgils has that perfect night to keep, 

No fever-fits of vision shake tliat sleep. 

Nor if they wake, and any place there be 
Wherein the soul may feel her wings beat free 
Through air too clear and still for sound or strife ; 
If life were haply death, and deatli be life ; 

If love witli yet some lovelier laugh revive, 

And song relume the light it bore alive, 

And friendship, found of all earth’s gifts most good, 
Stand perfect in perpetual brotherhood ; 

If aught indeed at all of all tins be, 

Though none might say nor any man might see, 
Might he that sees the shade thereof not say 
This dream were trustier than the truth of day. 

Nor haply may not hope, with heart more clear, 
Bum deathward, and the doubtful soul take cheer, 
Seeing through the channelled darkness yearn a star 
"Whose eyebeams arc not as the morning’s are, 
Transient, and subjugate of lordlier light, 

But all unconquerable by noon or night, 

Being kindled only of life’s own inmost fire, 

Tmth, stablished and made sure by strong desir^ 
Fountain of all tilings living, source and seed, 

Force that perforce transfigures dream to deed, 

God that begets on time, tlie body of death, 

Eternity : nor may man’s darkening breath, 

Albeit it stain, disfigure or destroy 

The glass wherein the soul sees life and joy 
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Only, with strength renewed axid spjrit of j o Jth, 

And bnghtcr than the tun’s the body of Truth 
Eternal, imunagmable of man, 

^Vbose very face not Thought’s own eyes may scan. 
But see far off his radiant feet at least, ' 

Trampling the head of Fear, the false high priest, 
Whose brohen chalice foams with blood no more, 

And piosuatc on that high priest’s chancel floor, 
Bmised, overthrown, blind, maimed, with bloodless rod. 
The miscrcation of his mucrcant God. 

That sovereign shadow cast of souls that dwell 
In darkness and the pnson-house of hell 
Whose walls are built of deadly dread, and bound 
The gates thereof with dreams as non round. 

And ah the bars therein and stanchions wrought 
Of shadow forged like steel and tempered thought 
And words like swords and thunder douded creeds 
And laiths more dire tban sin's most direful deeds 
That shade accursed and worshipped, whidi hath made 
The soul of man that brought it forth a shade 
Black as the womb of darkness, void and vain, 

A throne for fear, a pasturage for pain. 

Impotent, abject, dothed upon with Ues, 

A foul blind fume of words and prayers that nse, 
Aghast and har^h, abhorrent and abhorred. 

Fierce as its God, blood sahuatc as its Lord, 

With loses and merocs on its bps that hiss 
Comfort, and kill compassion wi Jj a k»s. 

And strike the world black with their blasting breath , 
That ghost who*e core of life is very death 
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And all its light of heaven a shadow of hell, 

Fades, falls, wanes, mthers by none other spell 
But theirs whose eyes and cars have seen and heard 
Not the face naked, not the perfect word, 

But Uic bright sound and feature felt from far 
Of life which feeds the spirit and the star, 

Thrills the live light of all the suns that roll, 

And stirs the still sealed springs of every soul. 

Three dim days through, three slumberless nights 
long, 

Perplexed at dawn, oppressed at evensong, 

The strong man’s soul now sealed indeed wath pain, 
And all its springs half dried with drought, had lain 
Prisoner within the fleshly dungeon-dress 
Sore chafed and wasted wath its weariness. 

And fain It would have found the star, and fain 
Made this funereal prison-house of pain 
A watch-tower whence its eyes might sweep, and see 
If uny place for any hope might be 
Beyond the hells and heavens of sleep and strife, 

Or any light at all of any life 

Beyond the dense false darkness woven above, 

And could not, lacking grace to look on love. 

And in the third night’s dying hour he spake. 

Seeing scarce the seals that bound the daysprmg 
break 

And scarce the daystar bum above the sea : 

*0 Ganhardine, my brother true to me, 

I charge thee by those nights and days we knew 
No great while since in England, by the dew 
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That bathed thwe mghts widi blessing, and the fire 
That thrilled those days as music thrills a lyre, 

Do DOW for me perchance the last good deed 
That ever love may crave or life may need 
Ere lose lay life m ashes tahe to thee 
My ship that shows aloft against the sea 
Carved on her stem the semhlaace of a swe&» 

And ere the waves at even again wai wan 
Pass, if it way be, to my lady’s land, 

And give this ring into her secret hand. 

And bid her thinh how hard on death t he, 

And fain tronld look upon her face and die 
But as a mcrchan* Uden be the bark 
With rojTil ware for fraughtagc, that King MaA 
Klay take for toll thereof some costly thing , 

And when diis gift finds grace before the king. 
Choose forth a cup, and put therein my nng 
Uhere surehest only of one it may be seen, 

And bid her handmaid beat it to the queen 
For earnest of thme homage then shall she 
Fear, and take counsel pnvily with thee, 

To know what errand there is thine ftom me 
And what my need in secret of her tight 
But mate thee two sails, one like sca foam white 
To spread for signal if fhou bring her back. 

And if she come not see the sail be black. 

That I may wjow or ever thoa take land 
If these my lips may die upon her hand 
Or hers may never mote be mixed with mine.’ 

And his heart quailed for gnef in Ganhardmc, 
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Hearing ; and all liis brother bade he swore 
Surely to do, and straight fare forth from shore. 

But the wliite-handed Iseult hearkening heard 
All, and her heart waxed hot, and every word 
Thereon seemed graven and printed in her thought 
As lines witli fire and molten iron wrought. 

And hard within her heavy heart she cursed 
Both, and her life was turned to fiery thirst, 

And all her soul was hunger, and its breath 
Of hope and life a blast of raging death. 

For only in hope of evil was her life. 

So bitter burned within the unchilded wife 
A virgin lust for vengeance, and such hate 
Wrought in her now the fervent work of fate. 

Then with a south-west wind the Swan set forth, 
And over wintering waters bore to north, 

And round the wild land's windy westward end 
Up the blown channel bade her bright way bend 
East on toward high Tintagel : where at dark 
Landing, fair welcome found they of King Mark, 
And Ganhardine with Brangwain as of old 
Spake, and she took the cup of chiselled gold 
Wherein lay secret Tristram's trothplighl ring, 

And bare it unbeholden of the king 

Even to her lady's hand, which hardly took 

A gift whereon a queen's eyes well might look, 

With grace forlorn of weary gentleness. 

But, seeing, her life leapt in her, keen to guess 
The secret of the symbol : and her face 
Flashed bright Avith blood whence all its grief- worn 
grace 
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Took file and kindled to the quivering hair 
And m the dark soft hour of starriest ait 
Thrilled through with sense of midnight, when the 
world 

Feels the wide wings of sleep ahoat it furled, 

Down stole the queen, deep-tnuSed to her wan 
Mute restless bp% and came where yet the Swan 
Swung fast at anchor whence by starhght she 
Hoiscd snowbnght sails, and took the ghaimenng sea. 
But all the long night long more keen and sore 
His wound s gnef waxed m Tnstram ci ermore, 

And heavier always hung his heart asway 
Between dun fear and douded hope of day 
And still with Cice and heart at silent strife 
Beside him watched the maiden called his wife, 
Patient, and spake not save when scarce he spake, 
Murmuring with sense distraught and spirit awake 
Speech bitterer than the words thereof were sweet 
And hatred thrilled her to the hands and feeti 
Listening for alway back reiterate came 
The passionate faint burden of her name. 

Nor ever through the labouring lips asUr 

Came any word of any thought of her 

But the soul wandering struggled and dung hard 

Only to dreams of joy in Joyous Card 

Or Wildwood nights beside the Cornish strand, 

Or Merlin’s holier sleep here hard at hand 
Wrapped round with deep soft spdls m dim 
Broceliande, 

And with such thirst as joy’s diamed wioe-cup leaves 
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When fear to hope as hope to memory cleaves 
His soul desired the dewy sense of leaves, 

The soft green smell of thickets drenched with dawn. 
The faint slot kindling on the fiery lawn 
As day^s first hour made keen the spirit again 
That lured and spurred on quest his hound Hodain, 
The breeze, the bloom, the splendour and the sound, 
That stung like fire the hunter and the hound, 

The pulse of wind, the passion of the sea, 

The rapture of the woodland : then would he 
Sigh, and as one that fain would all be dead 
Heavily turn his heavy-laden head 
Back, and close eyes for comfort, finding none. 

And fain he would have died or seen the sun, 

Being sick at heart of darkness ; yet afresh 
Began the long strong strife of spirit and flesh 
And branching pangs of thought whose branches 
bear 

The bloodred fruit whose core is black, despair. 

And the vnnd slackened and again grew great, 
Palpitant as men’s pulses palpitate 
Between the flowing and ebbing tides of fate 
That wash their lifelong waifs of weal and woe 
Through night and light and twilight to and fro. 

Now as a pulse of hope its heartbeat throbbed, 

Now like one stricken shrank and sank and sobbed, 
Then, yearning as with child of death, put forth 
A wail that filled the night up south and north 
With woful sound of waters : and he said, 

* So might the wind wail if the world were dead 
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And Its tnngs wandered over nought but sea- 
I would 1 knew she would not come to me, 

For surely she will come not then should I, 

Once knowing I shall not look upon her, die. 

I knew not life could so long breathe such breath 
As 1 do Nay, what gnef were this, if death, ‘ 
The sole sure fnend of whom the whole world suith 
He lies noh nor hath ever this been naid, 

That death would heal not gnef— if death were dead 
And all ways closed whence gnef might pass with hfd 
Then softly spake his watchmg virgm wife 
Out of her heart, deep down bdow her breath 
* Fear not but death shall come — and after death 
Judgment* And he that heard cot answered her, 
Saying — ‘Ah, but one there was, if truth not err, 

For true men’s trustful tongues have said it — one 
tVhom these mine ej es knew lirag wHle the sun 
I.ooked yet upon him, and mme own ears heard 
The deep sweet sound once of his godhke word— 
Who sleeps and dies not, but with soft live breath 
*rakes always aH the deep ddight of death, 

Through love s gift of a woman but for me 
Love’s hand is not the hand of Ntmue, 

Love’s word no still smooth murmur of the dove, 

No bss of peace for me the kiss of love. 

Nor, whatsoe er thy life’s love ever give, 

Dear, shall it ever bid me s’cep or live , 

Nor from thy brows, and bps and living breast 
As his from Nimue’s shall my soul take rest r 
Not test but unrest hath our loug love given— 
tJurest on earth that wins not test in heaven. 
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Wliat rest may we take ever? what have we 
Had ever more of peace than has the sea ? 

Has not our life been as a wind that blow^s 
Through lonelier lands than rear the wild white rose 
That each year sees requickened^ but for us 
Time once and twice hath here or there done thus 
And left the next year following empty and bare? 
What rose hath our last year’s rose left for heir, 

What wine our last year’s vintage ? and to me 
More were one fleet forbidden sense of thee, 

One perfume of thy present grace, one thought 
Made truth one hour, ere all mine hours be nought, 
One very wwd, breath, look, sign, touch of hand, 
Than all tlie green leaves in Broceliande 
Full of sweet sound, full of sweet wind and sun ; 

0 God, thou knowest I would no more but one, 

1 would no more but once more ere I die 
Find thus much mercy. Nay, but then were I 
Happier than he whom there thy grace hath found, 
For thine it must be, this that wraps him round, 
Thine only, albeit a fiend’s force gave him birth, 
Thine that has given him heritage on earth 

Of slumber-sweet eternity to keep 
Fast in soft hold of everliving sleep. 

Happier were I, more sinful man, than he. 

Whom one love-worthier then than Nimue 
Should with a breath make blest among tlie dead.* 
And the wan wedded maiden answering said. 

Soft as hate speaks within itself apart : 

Surely ye shall not, ye that rent mine hearty 
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'iVlth love for lamp to light ua out of life.* 

And on that -word his wedded muden wife, 

Paje ns the moon in star forsaken skies 
Ere the sun tU tbetn, rose wnh set strange cjes 
And gazed on him that saw not and her heart 
Heaved as a man's death smitten svith a dart 
That smites him sleeping, vTirm and full of life 
So toward her lord that was not looked his wife, 

His wife that was not and her heart withm 

Burnt h ttet like an aftertaste of sm 

To one nhosc mcmoiy dnnVs and loathes the lee 

Of shame or sorrow deeper than the sea 

And no fear touched him of her e) es above 

And ear- that hoarded each poor word whence love 

Made sweet the broken music of his breath. 

‘ Iseult, my life that wast and art my death. 

My life in hfe that hast been, and that art 
Death mmy death, sotewonnd that dcasca mine heart, 
hline heart that else, how spent soe’er, were whole. 
Breath of my spint and anguish of my soul. 

How can this be that hence thou canst not bear. 
Being, but by space divided ? One is here, 

But one of twain I looked at once to sec , 

Shall death keep tome and thou not keep with me’’ 

And the white married maiden laughed at heart. 
Hearing, and scarce with lips at all apart 
Spake, and as fire between Qiem was her breath , 

‘ Yea, now thou best rot j es, fOT I am death.’ 

By this might eyes that watched without behold 
Deep in the gulfe of aching air acold 
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The roses of the dawning heaven that strew 
The low soft sun^s way ere his power shine through 
And bum them up with fire : but far to west 
Had sunlc the dead moon on the live sea’s breast, 
Slain as with bitter fear to see the sun : 

And eastward was a strong bright wind begun 
Bebveen the clouds and waters : and he said, 

Seeing hardly through dark dawn her doubtful head, 
‘Iseult?’ and like a death-bell faint and clear 
The virgin voice rang answer — ^ I am here/ 

And his heart sprang, and sank again : and she 
Spake, saying, ‘What would my knightly lord with me?* 
And Tristram : ‘ Hath my lady watched all night 
Beside me, and I knew not? God requite 
Her love for comfort shown a man nigh dead/ 

‘Yea, God shall surely guerdon it,’ she said, 

* Who hath kept me all my days through to this hour/ 
And Tristram : ‘ God alone hath grace and power 
To pay such grace toward one unworthier shown 
Than ever durst, save only of God alone, 

Crave pardon yet and comfort, as I would 
Crave now for charity if my heart were good, 

But as a coward’s it fails me, even for shame.’ 

Then seemed her face a pale funereal flame 
That bums down slow by midnight, as she said : 

‘ Speak, and albeit thy bidding spake me dead, 

God’s love renounce me if it w’ere not done/ 

And Tristram ; * When the sea-line takes the sun 
That now should be not far off sight from far, 

Look if there come not with tlie morning star 


M 2 



164 BAILtNG OF THE SIVAH 

My ship tound iitber from the aorthwaid tack. 

And iT the sail he white thcteof ot blact* 

And knowing the soothfast sense of hts desire 
So sore the heart within her ir^ed like fire 
She could not wnng forth of her lips a word, 

Bat bowing made sign how huaihly had she heard. 
And the sign gn en made hght h\s h*^t , and she 
Set her face hard against the yearning sea 
JIow all athirst with trembling tnist of hope 
To see the sudden gates of sunrise ope , 

But thirsher yeumed the heart whose fiery gate 
Lay wide that vengeance might come m to hate 
And Tn .tram by at thankful rest, and thought 
Now surely life nor death could grieve him aught, 
Since past was now life’s anguish as a breaUi, 

And surely past the bitterness of death 
Yot seeing he had found at these her hands this grace, 
It could not be but ytt some breathing space 
Might leave him We to look again on love’s own fore. 
‘Since if for death's sake,' in his heart he said, 

‘ I.\en she take pity upon me quick or dead. 

How shall not even from God’s hand be compassion 
shed? 

For night bears dawn, how weak soe'cr and wan. 

And sweet ere death, men fable, sings th** swan, 
bo seems the Swan my signal from the sea 
To sound a song that sweetens death to me 
Cbsped round about with radiance from above 
Of dawn, and closet clasped on earth by love. 
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Shall all things brighten, and this my sign be dark ? ^ 
And high from heaven suddenly rang the lark, 
Triumphant \ and the far first refluent ray 
Filled all the hollow darkness full with day. 

And on the deep sk)^s verge a fluctuant light 
Gleamed, grew, shone, strengtliened into perfect sight, 
As bowed and dipped and rose again tlie sail’s clear 
white. 

And swift and steadfast as a sea-mew’s mng 
It neared before the wind, as fain to bring 
Comfort, and shorten yet its narrowing track. 

And she that saw looked hardly toward him back. 
Saying, ‘Ay, the ship comes surely ; but her sail is 
black/ 

And fain he would have sprung upright, and seen, 
And spoken : but strong death struck sheer between, 
And darkness closed as iron round his head : 

And smitten through die heart lay Tristram dead. 

And scarce the word had flown abroad, and wail 
Risen, ere to shoreward came the snowbright sail, 

And lightly forth leapt Ganhardine on land. 

And led from ship with swift and reverent hand 
Iseult : and round them up from all the crowd 
Broke the great wail for Tristram out aloud. 

And ere her ear might hear her heart had heard, 

Nor sought she sign for witness of the word ; 

But came and stood above him newl}'' dead, 

And felt his death upon her ; and her head 
Bowed, as to reach the spring that slakes all drouth 5 
And their four lips became one silent mouth. 
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S.0 tame Witnt >iOWt ca \l\«m \ia\ \a Wt 

Tnstrain and IscuU so from love and stnfc 
The strote of lore's own hand felt last and best 
Gave them deliverance to pripetual rest 
So, ciownless of the wreaths that life had wound, 
They slept, with flower of tenderer comfort crowned l 
From bondage and the f^-ar of time set free, 

And all the >oVc of space on earth and sea 
Cast ar a curb for o cr nor might now 
Fear and desire bid soar their souls or bow, 

Lift up their hearts or break them doubt nor gnef 
Mote now might nio\ e them, dread not disWief 
Touch them with shadowy cold or flejy sting, 

Kot sleepless languor with its weary witig, 

Nor harsh estrangement, bom of time's vain breath. 
Not change, a darkness deeper far than death- 
And round the sleep that fell around them then 
Earth hes not wrapped, nor records wrought of men 
Rise up for timeless token but their sleep 
Hath round it like a raiment all tne deep , 

No change or gleam or gloom of san and ram, 

But all nme long the might of all the mam 
Spread round them as round earth soft heaven is 
spreid. 

And peace mote strong than death round all the dead. 
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f For death is of an hour, and after death 

^ Peace : nor for aught that fear or fancy saitli, 

Nor even for very love’s own sake, shall strife 
Perplex again that perfect peace with life. 

And if, as men that mourn may deem or dream, 

Rest haply here than there might sweeter seem. 

And sleep, that lays one hand on all, more good 
By some sweet grave’s grace given of wold or wood 
Or clear high glen or sunbright wind-worn do^vn 
Than where life thunders through the trampling to;vn 
With daylong feet and nightlong overhead, 

What grave may cast such grace round any dead, 
What so sublime sweet sepulchre may be 
For all that life leaves mortal, as the sea? 

And these, rapt forth perforce from earthly ground, 
These twain the deep sea guards, and girdles round 
Their sleep more deep than any sea’s gulf lies, 

Though changeless with the change in shifting skies, 

Nor mutable with seasons : for the grave 

That held them once, being weaker than a wave, 

The waves long since have buried ; though their tomb 
Was royal that by ruth’s relenting doom 
Men gave them in Tintagel : for the word 
Took wing which thrilled all piteous hearts that heard 
The word wherethrough their lifelong lot stood shown, 
And when the long sealed springs of fate were known, 
The blind bright innocence of lips that quaffed 
Love, and the marvel of the mastering draught, 
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And aU the fraughUge of the fateful bark, 

Ijond Uke a claW npoQ Vhtra Trept Kang Mark, 

Seeing round the sword’s hdt which long smcc haa 
fcfught 

For Cornwall s love a scroll of rmting wronghti 
A scnpture wnt of Tristram’s hand, trhcreic 
Xay bare the smltas source of idl thtit sin, 

No choice of will, but chance and sorcerous art. 

With prayer of him for pardon and his heart 
Was molten in him, waihng as he kissed 
Each with the kiss of kmship — ' Had I wist, 
c had never aumed nor died thus, nor had I 
Borne in this doom that bade yon sin and die 
So sore a part of sorrow * And the king 
Budt foe then tomb a chapel bnght hke ^nng 
With flower soft wealth of branching tracery made 
Fair as the frondage each fleet year sees Eide, 

That should not fall till many a year we« done. 

There slept they wedded under moon and sun 
And change of store and through the casements came 
htidnight and noon gut round with shadow and flame 
To illume rtieir grave or veil it tfll at last 
On these things too was doom as darkness cast 
For the strong sea hath swallowed wall and tower. 
And where their limbs were hwd in woful hour 
For many a fathom gleams and moves and moans 
The ude that sweeps above their coffined bones 
In the wrecked chancel hy the shivered shiine 
Kor where they sleep shall moon or sunlight shine 
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Nor man look dovm for ever : none shall say, 
Here once, or here, Tristram and Iseult lay : 

But peace tliey have that none may gain who live, 
And rest about them that no love can give, 

And over them, while death and life shall be, 

The light and sound and darkness of the sea. 
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Ere from under eaxth again like fire tlie violet 
kindle, 

Ere the holy buds and hoar on olive-branches 
bloom, 

Ere the crescent of the last pale month of winter 
dwindle, 

Shrink, and fall as falls a dead leaf on the dead 
month’s tomb, 

Round the hills w'hose heights the first-bom olive- 
blossom brightened, 

Round the city brow-bound once "with violets like 
a bride, 

Up from under earth again a light that long since 
lightened 

Breaks, whence all the world took comfort as all 
time takes pride. 

Pride have aU men in their fathers that were free 
before them, 

In the warriors that begat us free-bom pride have 
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But the (atheis of their spints, how may men adoie 
them. 

With what raphiie may we praise, who bade our 
souls be tree ? 

Sons of Athens bom m spirit and truth arc all bom 
free men , 

Most of all, we, nurtured where the north wind 
holds his reign 

ChBdren all we sea folk of the Salanuman seamen, 

Sons of them that beat back Persia they that beat 
back Spam. 

Smce the songs of Greece fell sOcat, none like oun 
have risen , 

Smce the sails of Greece felt slack, no shins ha\e 
saled like ours , 

How should we lament not, if her spmt sit in prison? 

How should we rqoice not, if her wreaths renew 
their flowers ? 

{•All the world is sweeter, if the Athenian violet 

I quicken 

^ All the world w bnghter, if the Athenian WJO 
return 

All things foul On earth wax fainter, by that sun'* 
light stncken 

All ill growths are withered, where those fragrant 
flower hghts bum. 

AS the wandering waves of seas with all their watnog 
waters 

ItoU the record on for ever of the sea fi^t there, 
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When the capes were battle’s lists, and all the straits 
were slaugliter’s, 

And the mjniad Medes as foam-flakes on the 
scattering ain 

Ours the lightning was that cleared the north and lit 
the nations, 

But the light that gave the whole world light of old 
was she : 

Ours an age or twain, but hers are endless genera- 
tions : 

All the world is hers at heart, and most of all are 
we. 


Ye that bear the name about you of her glory, {Ant, i. 
Men that wear the sign of Greeks upon you 
sealed, 

Yours is yet the choice to write yourselves in story 
Sons of them that fought the hlarathonian field. 

I Slaves of no man were ye, said your warrior poet, 
Neither subject unto man as underlings : 

Yours is now the season here wherein to show it, 

If the seed ye be of them that knew not kings. 

If ye be not, swords nor words alike found brittle 
From the dust of death to raise you shall prevail : 
Subject swords and dead men’s words may stead you 
little, 

If their old king-hating heart within you fail 
If your spirit of old, and not your bonds, be broken, 
If the kingless heart be molten in your breasts, 
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B? what signs and wonders, by what word or tohen. 
Shall je drive the vultures from jotir eagles’ nests? 
All the gams of tyrants Freedom counts for losses , 
Nought of all the work done holi. she worth the 
work. 

When the staves whose faith is set on croivns and 
mosses 

Dnvn the Cossack bear against the tiger Turk. 
Neither cross noi crown nor crescent shall ye bow to, 
Nought of Araby nor Jewry, pncst nor king 
As your watchword was of o'd, so be it now too 
As from lips long stilled, from jmurs let heahng 
spring. 

Through the 6ghts of old, jovir battle-cry was healing. 

And the Saviour that ye called on was the Sun 
Dawn by dawn behold m heaven j oui God, revealmg 
Light from darkness as when Marathon was won. 
Gods were yours yet strange to Turk or Galilean, 
Light and ItTsdom only then as gods adored 
Pallas was your shield, your comforter was Paean, 
From your bright world s navel spake tha bun your 
Lord, 


ThougVi die names he lost, and changed the s.ga* 
of Light and tV i ,dom be, \Ej i 

By these only shall men conquer, by these only be set 
free 

When the whole worlds eye was Athens, these were 
yours, and theirs were ye. 
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Light Tras given you of your wisdom, light ye gave the 
world again : 

As the sun whose godhead lightened on her soul was 
Hellas then : 

Yea, the least of all her children as the chosen of 
other mem 

Change your hearts not with your garments, nor your 
faith with creeds that change : 

Tnith was yours, the truth which time and chance 
transform not nor estrange: 

Purer truth nor higher abides not in the reach of 
time’s whole range. 

Gods are they in all men's memories and for all times 
periods. 

They that hinied the host back seaward which haci 
scourged the sea with rods: 

Gods for ns are all your fathers, erven the least of 
fiese as gods. 

In the dark of days the thought of them is with 
strong to sav^ 

Tflej that had no lord, and made the Great King 
Itsstr than a slave : 

The}* that xoHed all Asia back on Asia, broken like s. 
wave. 


No loan’s men were ro masters and no God’s 
th^se thdr own: 

Go^:> net -rain nor serred amiss, nor all ysr 

Uaht, azi sens 

SS.Te 
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King by Ling aroe up against them, sire and son, 
and turned to flee 

Host on host roared westward, mightier each than 
each, if more might be 

Field to field made answer, clamorous like as ware to 
wave at sea. 

Strife to Etnfc responded, loud as rocks to clangc 
locks respond 

Where the deep rings wreck to seamen held w tem 
pest's thrall and bond, 

Till when war’s bright work was perfect peace as 
radiant rose beyond 

Peace made bright with fruit of battle, stronger 
for storm gone down, 

With the flower of song held heavenward for the 
violet of her crown 

Woven about the fragrant forehead of the fostress 
maiden’s town. 

Gods arose ahve on earth from under stroke of human 
hands . 

As the hands that wrought them, these arc dead, an 
mixed with time’s dead sands 
But the godhead of supernal song, though these now 
stand not, stands 

Pallas is not, Pheebus breathes no more in breathing 
brass or gold 

Cl)taemaestTa towers, Cassandra wails, for ever 
Time IS bold, 

But nor heart nor hand hath he to unwnte the scnp- 
hires wnt of old. 
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Dead the great chryselephantine God, as dew last 
evenmg shed : 

Dust, of earth or foam of ocean is the S)nnbol of his 
head : 

Earth and ocean shall be shadows when Prometheus 
shall be dead. 

Fame around her warriors living rang through Greece 
and lightened, 2, 

Moving equal with tlieir stature, stately with their 
strength : 

Thebes and Lacedaemon at thdr breathing presence 
brightened, 

Sense or sound of them filled all the live land’s 
breadth and length. 

All the lesser tribes put on the pure Athenian fashion, 
One Hellenic heart was from the mountains to the 
sea: 

Sparta’s bitter self grew sweet with high half-human 
passion, 

And her dry thorns flushed aflower in strait Ther- 
mopylse. 

Fruitless yet the flowers had fallen, and all the deeds 
died fruitless, 

Save that tongues of after men, the cliildren of her 
' peace, 

Took the tale up of her glories, transient else and 
rootless, 

And in ears and hearts of all men left the praise of 
Greece. 

K 
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Fait the war bine was when still, as beacon answenog 
beacon. 

Sea to land flashed fight, and thundered note of 
wrath or cheer , 

But the strength of noonday night hath ^wer to 
waste and weaken, 

Nor may light be passed from hand to hand of 
year to year 

If the dying deed be saved not, ere it die for em, 

By the hands and Ups of men mote wise than yean 
are strong , 

If the soul of man take heed not that the deed Ac 
never. 

Clothed about with purple and gold of story* 
crowned with song. 

Soil the burning heart of boy and man ahke rejoices, 

Hearing words which made it seem of old for all 
who sang 

That their heaven of heavens waxed happier when 
from free men’s voices 

Util bthned Sanrwdms and Amfognton rang 

Never fell such fragrance from the flower month's 
rose red kirtle 

As 6om chaplets on the bnght Ihends' brows who 
slew their lord 

Creener grew the leaf and balmier blew the flower of 
myrtle 

BTien its blossom sheathed the sheet tyranmcidal 
sword. 
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None so glorious garland crowned the feast Panathe- 
naean 

As this wreath too fiail to fetter fast the C3rprian 
dove ; 

None so fiery song sprang sunwards annual as the 
psean \ 

Praising perfect love of friends and perfect country s 

love. 


Higher than highest of all these heavens w’herefrom 
the starry ^ 

Song of Homer shone above the rolling fight, 
Gleams like spring's green bloom on boughs all gaunt 
and gnarry 

Soft live splendour as of flowers of foam in flight, 
Glows a glory of mild-winged maidens upward mount 


Sheer through air made shrill with strokes of smooth 

swift wings . - . 

Round the rocks beyond foot’s reach, past eyesig 

counting, 

Up the cleft where iron wind of winter rings 
Round a God fast clenched in iron jaws of fetters, 
Him wdio culled for man the fruitful flower o j 

Bared the darkling scriptures Avrit in dazzling e er . 

Taught the truth of dreams deceiving men s 
Gave their water*wandering chariot-seats of ^ 

Wings, and bade the rage of war-steeds 


rein, 


N2 
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Showed the symtols of the tnld buds* wheeJmg 
motion, 

Waged for man's sake war with God and all ha 
tmn. 

Earth, whose name was also Righteousness, a mother 
hfany named and single naiured, gave him breath 
^ Whence God’s wrath could wring but this word and 
none other— 

He may smt(e me, yet he ehsS tut do to death 
Him the tongue that sang tnumphant while tormented 
Sang as loud the sevenfold storm that roared cre- 
whilc 

Round the towers of Thebes till wrath might i«t 
contented 

Sang the 6ight from smooth soft sanded banks of 
Nile, 

'Vhtn like mateless doves that fly from snare <* 
tether 

Came the suppliants landwards trembling as they 
trod. 

And the prayer took wing from all Ibeu tongue* 
together — 

»f hingt, most hofy of hoUet, blessed God 
Bat what mouth may clunt again, what heart may 
know It, 

AH the rapture that all hearts of men put on 
When of Salatnis the time tran'cending poe 
Sang, whose hand had chased the Mede at Marathon? 
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Darker dawned the song with stormier wings above 
the watch-fire spread [Ejp. 2 . 

Whence from Ida toward the hill of Hermes leapt the 
light that said 

Troy was fallen, a torch funereal for the king’s tri- 
umphal head. 

Dire indeed the birth of Leda’s womb that had God’s 
self to sire 

Bloomed, a flower of love that stung the soul with 
fangs that gnaw like fire : 

But the t\vin-bom human-fathered sister-flower bore 
fruit more dire. 

Scarce the cry that called on airy heaven and all swift 
winds on wing, 

Wells of river-heads, and countless laugh of waves 
past reckoning, 

Earth which brought forth all, and the orbhd sun that 
looks on everything, 

Scarce that cry fills yet men’s hearts more full of 
heart-devouring dread 

Than the murderous word said mocking, how the 
child whose blood he shed 

Might clasp fast and kiss her father where the dead 
salute the dead. 

But die latter note of anguish from the lips that 
mocked her lord. 

When her son’s hand bared against the breast that 
suckled him his sword, 

How might man endure, 0 -^schylus, to hear it and 
record? 
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How miglit man endure, being mortal yet, 0 thou 
most highest, to hear? 

How record, being bom of woman? Surely not toy 
Fnnes near. 

Surely this b^cld, this only, blasted hearts to deaft 
with fear 

Not the hissmg hair, nor flaies of blood that oored 
from ej es of fire, 

Nor the snort of savage sleep that snuffed the hungcr- 
mg heart's desire 

IVhere the hunted prey found hardly space and har- 
bour to respire , 

She whose lilceness called them — 'Sleep ye, ho? 
what need of you that sleep ? ’ 

(Ah, what need indeed, where she was, of all shapes 
that tught may keep 

Hidden dark as death and deeper than men's dreams 
of hell are deep?) 

She the murderess of her husband, she the huntress 
of her son, 

More than ye was she, the shadow that no God With 
stands but one, 

IVisdom equalled and stronger and more splendid 
tlian the sun. 

Yea, no God may stand betwirt us and the shadows 
of Our deeds. 

Nor the light of dreams that lighten darkness, nor the 
prayer that pleads, 

Bat the wisdom equal souled with heaven, the light 
alone that leads. 
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light whose law bids home those childless children 
of eternal night, 

Soothed and reconciled and mastered and transmuted 
in men^s sight 

Who behold their own souls, dothed with darkness 
once, now clothed witli light 

King of kings and father crowned of all our fathers 
crowned of yore, 

Lord of all the lords of song, whose head all heads 
bow down before, 

Glory be to thee from all thy sons in all tongues ever* 
more. 


Rose and vine and olive and deep ivy-bloom en- 
twining 3. 

Close the goodliest grave that e'er they closeliest 
might entwine 

Keep the wind from wasting and the sun from too 
strong shining 

Where the sound and light of sweetest songs still 
float and shine. 

Here the music seems to illume the shade, the light 
to whisper 

Song, the flowers to put not odours only fortli, but 
words 

Sweeter fax than fragrance : here the wandering 
wreaths twine crisper 

Far, and louder far exults the note of all wild 
birds. 
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Thoughts (hat change us, jojs that aown and sorrows 
that enthrone tis 

Passions that enrobe us with a dearer air than ours, 

Move and breathe as living things beheld round nhite 
Colonus, 

Audibler than melodies and \isiblet than flowers. 

Love,ra fight unconquered, Love, with spods of great 
men laden, 

Never sang so s« eet fiom throat of woman or o£ 
dove 

Love, whose bed by night is m the soft cheeks of a ' 
maiden, 

And his march is over seas, and low roofs lack not 
lajve. 

Nor may one all that bvc, ephemeral or eternal, 

Fly not hide from Love , but nhoso dasps him 
fast goes mad. 

Never smee the first bcim j ear with flowers first-bom 
grew vernal 

Such a song made listening hearts of lovers glad or 
sad. 

Never sounded note so radiant at the layless portal 

Openmg wide on the all-concealing lowland of the 
dead ^ 

As the music mmgling, when her doomsday marked 
her mortal. 

From her own and old men’s voices round the 
bndes Tisy shed, 

Round the grave her bride house, hem for endless 

habitatioiv 
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'Where, shut out from sunshine, with no bridegroom 
by, she slept ; 

But beloved of all her dark and fateful generation, 

But with all time’s tears and praise besprinkled and 
bewept ; 

Well-beloved of outcast father and self-slaughtered 
mother, 

Bom, yet unpolluted, of their blind incestuous 
bed; 

Best-beloved of him for whose dead sake she died, 
her brother, 

Hallowing by her own life’s gift her own boin 
brother’s head : 

Not vdth wine or oil nor any less libation [Ant 3. 
Hallowed, nor made sweet with humbler perfume’s 
breath ; 

Not with only these redeemed from desecration, 

But with blood and spirit of life poured forth to 
death ; 

Blood unspotted, spirit unsullied, life devoted, 

Sister too supreme to make the bride’s hope good, 

Daughter too divine as woman to be noted, 

Spouse of only death in mateless maidenhood. 

Yea, in her was all the prayer fulfilled, the saying 
All accomplished — Would that fate would let me 
wear 

Hallowed innocence of words and all decds^ weighing 
Well the laws thereof begot on holier air, 
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Far on hgk tvihmtiy iiabtishtS^ vihtrtsf or^y 
Htaven u fathtr, nor dtd htrth of mortal mould 
Bnrg thm forth, nor thall obhvton lull to lontly 
Slumber Great in these it God, and jron't not ^ 
Thererore even that inner darkness where she 
penshed 

Surely seems as holy and lovely, seen aught. 

As desirable and as dearly to be cherished. 

As the haunt closed m with laurels from the hght, 
Deep inwound with olive and wild vine inwoven, 
^Vhere a godhead known and unknown makes men 
pale. 

But the darkness of the twilight noon is cloven 
Still with shrill sweet moan of many a mghtingale 
Closer clustering there they make sweet noise to- 
gether, 

"Where the fearful gods look gender than our fear, 
And the grove thronged through with birds of hoLest 
feather 

Grows nor pale nor dumb with sense of dark things 

Theic her father, called upon with signs of wonder, 
Passed with tendcrest words away by ways un- 
known. 

Not by sea storm stniien down, nor touched of 
thunder, 

To the dark benign deep underworld, alone 
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Third of three that ruled in Athens, kings with 
sceptral song for staff, \Ep. 3. 

Gladdest heart that God gave ever milk and wine of 
thought to quaff, 

Clearest eye that lightened ever to the broad lip’s 
lordliest laugh, 

Praise be thine as theirs whose tragic brows the loftier 
leaf engirds 

For the live and lyric lightning of thy honey-hearted 
words. 

Soft like sunny de^vy wings of clouds and bright as 
crying of birds', 

Full of all sweet rays and notes that make of earth 
and air and sea 

One great light and sound of laughter from one great 
God^s heart, to be 

Sign and semblance of the gladness of man's life 
where men breathe free. 

With no Loxian sound obscure God uttered once, and 
all time heard, 

All the soul of Athens, all the soul of England, in 
that word : 

Rome arose the second child of freedom ; northward 
rose the third. ' 

Ere her Boreal dawn came kindling seas afoam and 
fields of snow, 

Yet again, while Europe groaned and grovelled, shone 
like suns aglow 

Doria splendid over Genoa, Venice bright with Dan- 
dolo. 
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Dead was Hellas, Ausonu by the light of dead 
men’s deeds 

Rose and walked awhile ah\e, though mocked as 
whom the fen leads 

Bv the creed wrought fiuth of faithless souls that 
mock their doubts with creeds. 

Dead are these, and man is nsen again and haply 
now the Three 

Yet coequal and tnune may stand m stoiy, marked as 
free 

By the token of the washing of the waters of the sea. 

Athens first of all earth’s kindred many tongued and 
many kinned 

Had the sea to fnend and comfort, and for kinsman 
had the wind 

She that bare Columbus next then she that made 
her spoil of Ind. 

She that hears not what man’s cage but only what the 
sea wind saith 

She that turned Spam’s ships to tJcmd-wrati. at the 
blasting of her breath, 

By her strengths of strong souled children and of 
stTon< winds done to death. 

North and south the Great King’s galleons went m 
Persian wise and here 

She, with .<Esch)]ean music on her lips that laughed 
back fear, 

In the face of Time’s grey godhead shook the splen 
dour of her spear 
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Fair as Atiaens then with foot upon her foeman's 
front, and strong 

Even as Athens for redemption of the world from 
sovereign \vrong, 

Like as Athens crowned she stood before the sun 
with cro\sming song. 

All the world is theirs with whom is freedom : first of 
all the free, 

Blest are they whom song has crowned and clothed 
with blessing : these as we, 

These alone have part in spirit witli the sun that 
crowns the sea* 


Aprils 188 r. 



THE STATUE OF VICTOR HUGO. 


Since in Athens God stood plain for adoration, 
Since tlie sun beheld his likeness reared in stone, 
Smce the bronze or gold of human consecration 
Gave to Greece her guardian’s form and feature 
shown. 

Never hand of sculptor, never heart of nation. 
Found so glorious aim in all these ages flown 
As is theirs who rear for all time’s acclamation 
Here the likeness of our mightiest and their own. 


2 . 

Theirs and ours and all men’s living who behold him 
Crowned with garlands multiform and manifold; 
Praise and thanksgiving of all mankind enfold him 
Who for all men casts abroad his gifts of gold. 

With tlie gods of song have all men’s tongues enrolled 
him, 

With the helpful gods have all men’s hearts en- 
rolled ; 
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Ours he is who Io\c him, ouis whose hearts' hearts 
hold him 

Past as his the trust that hearts like his may hold. 


S- 

He, the heart most high, the spint on earth most 
blameless, 

Takes in charge all spirits, holds aU hearts in trust 
As the sea wind s on the sea his ways arc tameless. 

As the laws that steer the world his works are jusL 
All most noble fee^ him nobler, all most shameless 
Feel his wTath and soora make pale their pnde and 
lust 

AH most poor and lowliest, all whose wrongs were 
nameless, 

Feel his word of comfort raise thern from the dust 


Fnde of place and lust of empire bloody fhiited 
Knew the blasting of his breath on leaf and fruit 
Now the hand that smote the death tree now dis- 
rooted 

Plants the refuge tree that has man’s hope for toot 
Ah hut we by whom his darkness was saluted. 

How shall now all we that see his dav salute? 

How should lose not seem by love’s own speech con* 
fated, 

Song before the soveteign singer not be mute? 



THE STATUE OF VICTOR HUGO. 193 


5 * 

With what worship, by what blessing, in what measure, 
May we sing of him, salute him, or adore, 

With what hymn for praise, what thanksgiving for 
pleasure, 

Who had given us more than heaven, and gives us 
more? 

Heaven's whole treasury, filled up full with night's 
whole treasure, 

Holds not so divine or deep a starry store 
As the soul supreme that deals fortli worlds at leisure 
Clothed witli light and darkness, dense with flower 
and ore. 


6 . 

Song had touched the bourn : fresh verses overflow it, 
Loud and radiant, waves on \vaves on waves that 
throng ; 

Still the tide growls, and the sea-mark still below it 
Sinks and shifts and rises, changed and swept along. 
Rose it like a rock? the waters overthrow it. 

And anothei stands beyond them sheer and strong : 
Goal by goal pays do\^m its prize, and yields its poet 
Tribute claimed of triumph, palm achieved of song. 


7 * 

Since his hand that holds the keys of fear and wonder 
Opened on the high priest's dreaming eyes a door 

o 
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WTicnce the 1 ghts ot heaven and hell abore and 
under 

Shone, and smote the face that men bow down 
before, 

Thncc again one singeds note had clov en in sunder 
T^ight, who blows again not one blast now but four, 
An<i tlie fourfold heaven is kindled with hiS thunder 
And the stars about his forehead are fourscore. 

8 

From the deep soul s depths where alway love 
abounded 

First had risen a song with healing on its wines 
^VTience the dews of m-rcy raining balms unbounded 
Shed their last compassion es en on sceptred things * 
Even on heads that like a curse the crown surrounded 
Fell his crowning pity, soft as cleansing spnngs , 
And the sweet last note his wrath relenting sounded 
Bade men s hvjrts be melted not for slaves but 
lungs. 

9 

Next, that faith might strengthen foai and love 
embolden, 

On the creeds of priests a scourge of sunbeams 
feU 

And Its flash made bare the deeps of heaven, beholden 
Not of men that ay, Lord, Lord, from church or 
teU.» 

' La Puxi Suprimt. 1879 
* RtUittn iSSo. 
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Hope as young as dawn from night obscure and olden 
Rose again^ such power abides in truth’s one spell : 
Night, if dawn it be that touches her, grows golden ; 
Tears, if such as angels weep, extinguish hell. 


10. 

Through the blind loud mills of barren blear-eyed 
learning 

Where in dust and darkness children’s foreheads 
bow, 

While men’s labour, vain as wind or water turning 
Wheels and sails of dreams, makes life a leafless 
bough. 

Fell the light of scorn and pity touched with yearning^ 
Next, from words that shone as heaven’s own kind- 
ling brow.^ 

Stars were these as watch-fires on the world’s waste 
burning, 

Stars that fade not in the fourfold sunrise now.^ 


II. 

Now the voice that faints not till all wrongs be wrokeu 
Sounds as might the sun’s song from the morning’s 
breast, 

All the seals of silence sealed of night are broken, 

All the winds that bear the fourfold word are blest, 

* VAm, 1880. 

^ Les Quail c Vents de V Esprit. I. Le Livrt satiriqucs 
II. Ztf Lrt/re dramatique. Ill, Le Livre lyrique. IV. Le 
Lrvre fpique, 1881. 



igfi THE STATUE OF VICTOR HUGO 

All the keen fierce cast llatnes forth one fiery token , 
All the north is load mth life that knows not tes^ 
All the soath with song as ihoagh the stars had 
spoken , 

All the judgment fire of sunset scathes the west 

13 

Soned of pman, roll of chanted panegync, 

Though by Pindar’s mouth song's munpet spake 
forth praise, 

Starch of womor songs m I^hian mood or Pyirhicv 
Though the blast were blown bj lips of ancient 
days, 

Ring not dearer than the darion of saline 

Song who«c breath sweeps bare the plague infected 

Till the world be pure as heaven is for the lync 

Sun to nse up clothed With radiant sounds as rays. 

13- 

Gear across the doud tack fluctuant and erratic 
As the strong star smiles that lets no mourner 
mouTOi 

Hymned ahke from lips of Lesbian choirs or Attic 
Once at censong and morning newly bom. 

Clear and sure above the changes of dramatic 
Tide and current, soft with love and keen mtb 
scorn, 

Simles the strong sweet soul of maidenhood, ecstatic 
And mviolate as the red glad mouth of mom. 



THE STATUE OF VICTOR HUGO. 197 


14. 

Pure and passionate as dawn, whose apparition 
Thrills with fire from heaven the wheels of hours 
that whirl, 

Rose and passed her radiance in serene transition 
From his eyes who sought a grain and found a 
pearl. 

But the food by cunning hope for vain fruition 
Lightly stolen away from keeping of a churl 
Left the bitterness of death and hope's perdition 
On the lip that scorn was wont for shame to curl* 


15 - 

Over waves that darken round the wave-wom rover 
Rang his clarion higher than winds cried round 
the ship, 

Rose a pageant of set suns and storms blown over, 
Hands tliat held life's guerdons fast or let them 
slip. 

But no tongue may tell, no thanksgiving discover, 
Half the heaven of blessing, soft with clouds that 
drip, 

Keen with beams that kindle, dear as love to lover, 
Opening by the spell's strength on his lyric lip. 


^ Les Deux TicttuaxUa de Gallus% i. Margarita^ comidic. 
Bsca^ drarnc. 
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By that spell the soul transfigured and dflaled 

Puts forth mngs that widen, breathes a bnghtening 
air, 

Feeds on bght and dnnks of music, whence elated 
All her sense grows godlike, seeing all depths 
made bore. 

All the mists wherein before she sat belated 
Shrink, till now the sunlight knows not if they 

All this earth transformed is Eden recreated, 

IVith the breath of heaven remurmumg in her 
hair. 


Sweeter far than aught of sweet that Apnl nurses 
Deep m dew-dropt woodland folded last and furled 
Breathes the fiagrant song whose burning dawn 
disperses 

Darkness, like the surge of armies backward hurled. 
Even as though the touch of spring’s own hand, that 
pierces 

Earth with lifes delight, had hidden in the 
unpearled 

Golden bells and buds and petals of his verses 
AU the breath of all the flowers in all the world- 
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But the soul therein, the light that our souls follow, 
Fires and fills the song with more of prophet^s 
pride, 

More of life than all the gulfs of death may swallow, 
More of flame than all the might of night may hide. 

Though the whole dark age were loud and void and 
hollow, 

Strength of trust were here, and help for all souls 
tried, 

And a token from the flight of that strange swallow ' 
Whose miration still is toward the wintry side. 


19. 

Never came such token for divine solution 

From the oraculous live darkness whence of yore 
Ancient faith sought word of help and retribution, 
Truth to lighten doubt, a sign to go before. 
Never so baptismal waters of ablution 

Bathed the brows of exile on so stern a shore, 
Where the lightnings of the sea of revolution 
Flashed across them ere its thunders yet might 
roar. 


^ Je suis une hirondelle Strange, car j’^migre 
I)u c6td de rhiver* 


Ztf Livre Lyriqtis, Hii, 



too tub. statue of victor uvgo 


By Ac liglitrung’s light of present rereUtion 

Shown, with epic thunder m from sties that frown, 
CloAed in darkness as of darkling expiation, 

Rose a vision of dead stars and suns gone down, 
■Whence of old fierce fire devoured Ac star struct 
nation. 

Till Its wraA and woe ht red the raging town. 

Now made glonons wiih his statue’s crowning station, 
\Vhere may ne>er gleam agam a vder crown 

at 

K-mg, wiA time for throne and all Ac years for pages, 
He shall reign though all thrones else be over- 
hurled, 

Served of souls that have his living words for wages, 
Crowned of heaven each dawn that leaves his brows 
impearled , 

Girt about with robes utirent of stonn thatjpges. 
Robes not wrought wiA hands, from no loom’s 
weft unfurled , 

All Ae praise of all earth s tongues in all earA's ages, 
All Ae lo\e of all men s hearts in all tlic worlA 


\ et what hand shall carve Ae soul or cast Ae spmt, 
Mould the face of fame, bid glory’s feaAre glow ? 
Who bequeaA for eyes of ages hence to inherit 
Hun, Ae Master, whom love knows not if it know? 
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Scarcely perfect praise of men man's work might 
merit. 

Scarcely bid such aim to perfect stature grow, 

Were his hand the hand of Phidias who shall rear it^ 
And his soul the very soul of Angelo, 

Michael, awful angel of the world’s last session, 

Once on earth, like him, with fire of suffering tried, 
Thine it were, if man's it were, \rithout transgression, 
Thine alone, to take this toil upon thy pride. 

Thine, whose heart was great against the world's 
oppression, 

Even as his whose word is lamp and staff and 
guide ; 

Advocate for man, untired of intercession. 

Pleads his voice for slaves whose lords his voice 
defied. 


24, 

Earth, with all the kings and thralls on earth, below it, 
Heaven alone, with all the worlds in heaven, above, 
Let his likeness rise for suns and stars to know it, 
High for men to worship, plain for men to love : 
Brow that braved the tides which fain would overflow 
it, 

Lip that gave the diallenge, hand that flung the 
glove ; 

Comforter and prophet, Paraclete and poet, 

Soul whose emblems are an eagle and a dove. 
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Sun, that hast not seen a loftier head waa hoaijr. 
Earth, which hast not shown the sun a nobler burth. 
Time, that hast not on thy scroll defiled and gory 
One man’s name wnt bnghter in its whole wide 
girth, 

Wtness, till the final years fulfil their story, 

Till the stars break off the music of their mirth, 
What among the sons of men was this man's glory, 
IVhat the vesture of bis soul resealed on earth. 



SONNETS 
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HOPE AND FEAR, 

Beneath the shadow of dawn's aerial cope, 

With eyes enkindled as the sun's ovm sphere, 

Hope from the front of youth in godlike cheer 
Looks Godward, past the shades where blind men grope 
Round the dark door that prayers nor dreams can ope, 
And makes for joy the very darkness dear 
That gives her wide wings play ; nor dreams that fear 
At noon may rise and pierce the heart of hope. 

Then, when the soul leaves off to dream and yearn, 

May truth first purge her eyesight to discern 

\Vhat once being known leaves time no power to appal | 
Till youth at last, ere yet youth be not, learn 
The kind wise word that falls from years that fall — 

* Hope thou not much, and fear thou not at all' 



AF1B.R SUNSET 
'ft qui* pionuo Minibus Io«ns.’ 


Stiimcot from tiie svm’s grave m tive deep dear wcat 
A sweet strong wind blows, glad of life and I, 
Under the soft keen stardawa whence the sky 
Takes hfe renewed, and all night’s godlike breast 
Palpitates, gradually revealed at rest 
By growth and change of ardours felt on high. 
Make onward, bll the last Same fall and die 
And all the world by night’s broad hand he blest 
Haply, meseems, as from that edge of death, 
Whereon the day lies dark, a brightening breath 
Blows more of benediction than the mom, 

So from the graves whereon gnef gaamg saith 
That half our heart of life there hes forlorn 
May hght or breath at least of hope be bom. 
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The wind was soft before the sunset fled ; 

Now, while the cloud-enshrouded corpse of day 
Is lowered along a red funereal way 
Down to the dark that knows not white from red, 

A clear sheer breeze against the night makes head, 
Serene, but sure of life as ere a ray 
Springs, or the dusk of dawn knows red from grey. 
Being as a soul that knows not quick from dead. 
From far beyond the sunset, far above, 

Full toward the starry soundless east it blows 
Bright as a child*s breath breathing on a rose. 
Smooth to the sense as plume of any dove ; 

Till more and more ‘as darkness grows and glows 
Silence and night seem likest life and love. 



in. 

If bght of life outlive the set of sua 
That men call death and end of all things, tlien 
How should not that which life held best for men 
And proved most precious, though it seem undone 
By force of death and woful victory won, 

Be first and surest of revival, when 
Death shall bow down to life arisen again! 

So shall the soul seen be the self same one 
That looked and spake with even such lips and eyes 
As love shall doubt not then to recognise. 

And all bnght thoughts and smiles of all tune past 
Revive, transfigured, but m spint and sense 
None other than we knew, for evidence 

That love’s last mortal word was not his last 
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A STUDY FROM MEMORY 

If that be yet a liviBg soul which here 
Seemed brighter for the growth of numbered springs 
And clothed by Time and Pain with goodlier things 
Each year it saw fulfilled a fresh fleet year, 

Death can have changed not aught that made it dear ; 
Half humorous goodness, grave-eyed mirth on wings 
Bright-balanced, blither-voiced than quiring strings ; 
Most radiant patience, crowmed with conquering cheer 3 
A spirit inviolable that smiled and sang 
By might of nature and heroic need 
More sweet and strong than loftiest dream or deed ; 

A song that shone, a light whence music rang 

High as the sunniest heights of kindliest thought ^ 
All these must be, or all she was be nought 
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TO DR JOHN BROWN 

Beyond the north -wind lay the land of old 
llTiere men dwelt blithe and blamelesSt clothed and fed 
With joy s bn^lit raiment and with lo^e s sweet bread. 
The whitest Bock of earth’s maternal fold. 

None there might wear about his brows enrolled 
A light of lovelier feme than nogs your head, 

\Vhose lovesome love of children and the dead 
All men give thanks for I far off behold \ 

A dear dead hand that links us, and a bght 
The blithest and benignest of the night. 

The night of death s sweet sleep, wherein may be 
A star to show your spmt in present sight 
Some happier island m the Elysian sea 
Where Eab may hch the hand of hlarjonc. 


Jifarck 18S2. 



TO WILLIAM BELL SCOTT. 


The larks are loud above our leagues of whin 
Now the sun's perfume fills their glorious gold 
With odour like the colour : all the wold 
Is only light and song and wind wherein 
These twain are blent in one with shining din. 

And now your gift, a giver's kingly-souled, 

Dear old fast friend whose honours grow not old. 
Bids memory's note as loud and sweet begin. 

Though all but we from life be now gone forth 
Of that bright household in our joyous north 
Wliere I, scarce clear of boyhood just at end, 

First met your hand ; yet under life's dear dome, 
Now seventy strenuous years have crowned my friend, 
Shines no less bright his full-sheaved harvest-home. 



A DEATH ON EASTER DAY^ 


The strong spnng sun rejoiangly maj nse. 

Rise and maVc revel, as of old men said, 

Like dancing hearts of lovers newly wed 
A light more bnght than ever bathed the sbes 
Departs for all tunc out of all men’s eyes. 

The crowns that girt last night a living head 
Shine Only now, though deathless, on the dead 
An that mocks death, and Song dial never dies. 
Albeit the bnght sweet motblde wmgs be furled, 
Hope see*, past all division and defection. 

And higher than sxvimsthe mist of human breath. 
The soul most ridiant once m all the world 
Rcquiclcened to regenerate resarreciion 
Out of the likeness of the shadow of death. 


Afni tSSa. 
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OJSr THE DEATHS OF THOMAS CARLYLE 
AND GEORGE ELIOT 

Tavo souls diverse out of our human sight 
Pass^ followed one with love and each v/ith wonder : 
j The stormy sophist with his mouth of thunder, 

I Clothed vnth loud words and mantled in the might 
' Of darkness and magnificence of night ; 

And one whose eye could smite the night in sunder, 
Searching if light or no light were thereunder, 

And found in love of loving-kindness light 
Duty divine and Thought Avith eyes of fire 
Still following Righteousness with deep desire 
Shone sole and stern before her and above, 

Sure stars and sole to steer by 5 but more sweet 
Shone lower the loveliest lamp for earthly feet, 

The light of little children, and their love. 
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Ai!TER LOOKING INTO CARLyZKS 
REMINISCENCES. 


ThrSe men lived yet vflieii this dead man ^as young 
Whose names and trords endure for ever one 
Whose cycj grew dim with straining tom aid the sun. 
And his wings weakened and his angel’s tongue 
Lost half the sweetest song was ever sung, 

But like the strain half Uttered earth hears none, 
Nor shall man hear till all men’s songs are done 
One whose clear spirit like an eagle hung 
Between the mountains hallowed by his love 
And the sky stainless as his soui aho’o 
And one the sweetest heart that ever spake 
The brightest words wherein sweet wisdom smiled. 
These deathless names by this dead snake defiled 
Bid memory spit upon him for their sake. 
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Sweet heart, forgive me for thine own sweet sake, 
Whose kind blithe soul such seas of sorrow swam, 
And for my love's sake, powerless as I am 
For love to praise thee, or like tliee to make 
Music of mirth where hearts less pure would break, 
Less pure than thine, our life-unspotted Lamb. 
Things hatefullest thou hadst not heart to damn, 
Nor wouldst have set thine heel on this dead snake. 
Let worms consume its memory with its tongue, 

The fang tint stabbed fair Truth, the lip that stung 
Men’s memories uncorroded with its breath. 
Forgive me, that with bitter words like his 
I mix the gentlest English name that is, 

The tenderest held of all that know not death- 
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Sweet heart, forgive me for thine own sweet sake, 
Whose kind blithe soul such seas of sorrow swam, 
And for xny love's sake, powerless as I am 
For love to praise thee, or like tliee to make 
Music of mirth where hearts less pure would break, 
Less pure than thine, our life-unspotted Lamb. 
Things hatefullest thou hadst not heart to damn, 
Nor wouldst have set thine heel on this dead snake. 
Let worms consume its memory with its tongue, 

The fang that stabbed fair Truth, the lip that stung 
Men's memories uncorroded with its breath. 
Forgive me, tliat with bitter words like his 
I mix the gentlest English name that is, 

The tenderest held of all that know not death. 
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A LAST ZOOK, 

Sick of self love, Mils oho, lilcc an owl 
Tl Jt boots the sun rensen where star3i,jht sanfc, 

IV ith Gvnmn garters crossed athwart thy frank 
Stou* Scottish legs men watched thee snarl and scowl. 
And boys responsive with reverberate howl 

Shnlled, heanng how to thee die springtime stank 
And as time own soul all the world smelt rank 
\rd as thne own thoughts laberty seemed foui 
hiow, for al' ill thoughts nuired and ill words 
Not all condemned, not uncrly forgiven, 

Son a{ the storm and darkness, pass rn peace 
Peace upon earth ihou knewest not now, being dead, 
Rest, with nor curse nor blessing on thine head 
\Vhere high strung hate and strenuous envy cease. 



DICKENS. 


Chief in thy generation born of men 
Whom Enghsh praise acclaimed as English-bom, 

With eyes that matched the worldwide eyes of mom 
For gleam of tears or laughter, tenderest then 
Wien thoughts of children warmed their light, or when 
Reverence of age with love and labour worn, 

Or godlike pity fired irith godlike scorn. 

Shot through them flame that wnged thy swift live pen : 
Where stars and suns that we behold not burn, 

Higher even than here, though highest was here thy place, 
Love sees thy spirit laugh and speak and shine 
With Shakespeare and the soft bright soul of Sterne 
/And Fielding^s kindliest might and Goldsmith’s grace ; 

I Scarce one more loved or worthier love than thine. 



ON LAMPS SPECIMENS QF DRAMATIC 
POETS 


Ir afl the flo^eis of all the telds on earth 
By wonder working summer were made one, 

Its fragrance were not sweeter in the sun, 

Its treasure house of leaves were not more worth 
Than &ose wherefrom ihy light of musing mirth 
Shone, till each leaf whereon thv pen would run 
Breathed life, and all its breath vras bemson. 
Beloved beyond all names of English birth, 

More dear than mightier meaiones , gentlest name 
That ever dothed itself with Sower sweet fame. 

Or Jinked itself with loftiest names of old 
By Tight and might of loving , I, that am 
Less than the least of those within thy fold. 

Owe only thanks for them to theC^ Charles Lamb. 
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So many a year had borne its own bright bees 
And slain them since thy honey-bees were hived, 
John Day, in cells of flower-sweet verse contrived 
So well with craft of moulding melodies, 

Thy soul perchance in amaranth fields at ease 
Thought not to hear the sound on earth revived 
Of summer music from the spring derived 
When thy song sucked the flower of flowering trees. 
But tiune was not the chance of every day : 

Time, after many a darkling hour, grew sunny, 

And light between the clouds ere sunset swam, 
Laughing, and kissed their darkness all away, 

When, touched and tasted and approved, thy honey 
Took subtler sweetness from the lips of Lamb, 



ito 


TO yoscN mcHOu 


pRreKD of the dead, and fnend of all my days 
Even since they cast off boyhood, I salute 
The song saluting fnends whose songs axe mute 
With full burnt offermgs of dear-spmted praise 
That since our old young years our several ways 
Have led through Bclds diverse of flower and fniit 
Yet no cross wind has once relaxed the root 
We set long since beneath the sundawn’s rays, 

The root of trust whence towered the trusty tree, 
Fnendship — this only and duly might impel 
My song to salutation of your own , 

More even than praise of onfe unseen of me 
And loved — the starry spint of Dobell, 

To mine by Lght and music only Icnown 
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But more than this vrhat moves me most of all 
To leave not all unvrorded and unsped 
The whole hearths greeting of my thanks unsaid 
Scarce needs this sign, that from my longue should fall 
His name whom sorrow and reverent love recall, 

The sign to friends on earth of that dear head 
Alive, rririch now long since untimely dead 
The \vaTv grey waters coN’cred for a pall. 

Thm trustless reaches dense with tangling stems 
Took never life more taintless of rebuke, 

More pure and perfect, more serene and kind, 
Than when those clear eyes closed beneath the Thames, 
And made the now more hallowed name of Luke 
Memorial to us of morning left behind* 


May i8Sr, 
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DYSTJTANATOS, 

AJ gtnertm Ctrtns nnt cadi ti vaJture fated 

UacenduHt ftftt, aui steed merit tyrannx. 

By no dry death another ktng goes down 
The way of lungs. Yet may no free man’s aotc^ 
For stem compassion and deep awe, rejoice 
That one sign mote is gisen agamst the crown, 

That one more head those dark red waters drown 
Which nse round thrones whose trembling equipoise 
Is propped on sand and bloodshed and such toys 
As human hearts that shimk at human frown. 

The name wnt red on Pohsh earth, the star 
That was to outshme our England s in the lar 
East heaven of empire — where is one that saith 
Proud words now, prophesy mg of this White Czar? 

‘ In bloodless pangs few kings yield up their breath. 
Few tyrants pettsh by no violent death.* 

14, ,88, 



EUONYMOS. 


fx^v ]5 ^B(5ou riKt3<^)(Jpos 

vffcTjy tyofji ^crx^ <p6^ov niap aJh* fiSiicTOT* 

A YEAR ago red wrath and keen despair 
Spake, and the sole word from their darkness sent 
Laid low the lord not all omnipotent 
Wlio stood most like a god of all that were 
As gods for pride of power, till fire and air 
Made earth of all his godhead. Lightning rent 
The heart of empire^s lurid firmament, 

And laid the mortal core of manhood bare. 

But when the calm cronmed head that all revere 
For valour higher than that which casts out fear, 
Since fear came near it never, comes near death, 
Blind murder cowers before it, knowing that here 
No braver soul drew bright and queenly breath 
Since England wept upon Elizabeth. 


March 8 , 1882 . 



ON THE RHSSTAN PERSECUTION OP 
THE JEWS 

0 soH of man, by lying tongues adored. 

By slaughterous hands of slaves with feet red shod 
In carnage deep as ever Chnstian trod 
Brofaned with prayer and sacrifice abhorred 
And incense from the trembling tyrant’s horde, 

Brute worshippers or wielders of the rod, 

Most murderous even of all that call thee God, 
Most treacherous even that ever called thee Lord, 
Face loved of httle children long ago. 

Head hated of the priests and rulers then. 

If thou see this, or hear these hounds of thine 
Run ravening as the Gadarean swine, 

Say, was not this thy Passion, to foreknow 

In death's worst hour the works of Chnsuan men? 


Jan iSSa 
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BISMARCK AT CANOSSA. 

Not all disgraced, in that Italian towoi, 

The imperial German cowered beneath thine hand, 
Alone indeed imperial Hildebrand, 

And felt thy foot and Rome’s, and felt her frown 
And thine, more strong and sovereign than his crown, 
Though iron forged its blood-encrusted band 
But now the princely wielder of his land, 

For hatred’s sake toward freedom, so bows down, 

No strength is in the foot to spurn : its tread 
Can bruise not now the proud submitted head : 

But howmuch more abased, much lower broughtlow, 
And more intolerably humiliated, 

The neck submissive of the prosperous foe, 

Than his whom scorn saw shuddering in the snow I 

December i88j. 


Q 
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QUIA NO MINOR IXO 


What part is left Ihee, bon ? Ravenous beast, 
Which hadst the woild for pasture, and for scope 
And compass of thine homiadal hope 
The Itingdom of the spirit of man, the feast 
Of souls subdued from west to sunless east, 

Trom blackening north to bloodred south aslope. 
All servile , earth for footdoth of the pope, 

And heaven for chancel ceiling of the pne-t , 

Thou that hadst earth by right of rack and rod, 
Thou that hadst Rome because thy name was God, 
And by thy creed s gift heaven wherein to dwell, 
Heaven laughs with all his light and imght above 
That earth has cast thee out of faith and love , 

Thy part ts but the hollow dream of belL 



The light of life has faded from thy cause, 

High priest of heaven and hell and purgatory ; 

Thy lips are loud with strains of oldworld story, 
But the red prey was rent out of thy paws 
Long since ; and they that dying brake down thy laws 
Have with the fires of death-enkindled gloiy 
Put out the fiarae that faltered on thy hoary 
High altars, waning with the world^s applause. 

This Italy was Banters : Bruno died 
Here : Campanella, too sublime for pride, 

Endured thy God’s worst here, and hence went home. 
And what art thou, that time’s full tide should shrink 
For thy sake downward? What art thou, to think 
Thy God shall give thee back for birthright Rome ? 


yanuaiy^ l88?. 
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THE CHANNEL TUNNEL. 


Not for less love, all glonous I ranee, to thee, 

‘ Sweet enemy ’ called m days long since at end 
Now fonnd and hailed of England sweeter 6iend, 
Bnght sister of our freedom now, being free , 

Not for less love or faith m friendship rve 
\Miose lo\ e burnt ever toward thee reprehend 
The vile \ am greed whose pursy dreams portend 
Between our shores suppression of the sea. 

Not bv dull toil of blind mechanic an 
Shall these be hnlted for no man s force to part 
Nor length of years and changes to divide, 

But union only of trust and loving heart 
And perfect faith m freedom strong to abide 
And spmt at one with spint on either side. 


Afrtl 3 igSt 
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SIR WILLIAM GOMM. 

L 

At threescore years and five aroused anew 
To rule in India, forth a soldier went 
On whose bright-fronted youth fierce war had spent 
Its iron stress of storm, till glory grew 
Full as the red sun waned on Waterloo. 

Landing, he met tlie word from England sent 
Which bade him yield up rule : and he, content, 
Resigned it, as a mightier warrior’s due ; 

And wrote as one rejoicing to record 
That ‘ from the first * his royal heart was lord 
Of its own pride or pain ; that thought was none 
Therein save this, that in her perilous strait 
England, whose womb brings forth her sons so great, 
Should choose to serve her first her mightiest son. 
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Glory beyond all flight of warliVe fanjft 
Go ^th the Tvannor s memory who prefeircd 
To praise of men whereby men’s hearts are surrtd. 
And acdamation of his Own proud name 
With blare Of trumpet blasts and sound and flame 
Of pageant honour, and the titular word 
That only wins men worship of the herd, 

His Country's soiereign good , who overcame 
Pnde, wrath, and hope of all high chance on earth, 
For this land s love that gave his great heart birth. 

O nursling of the sea wmds and the sea, 

Immortal Fngland, goddess ocean bom, 

WTiat shall thy children fear, what strengths not scorn, 
WhBe children of such mould are bom to thee? 
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EUTHANA TOS. 

In memory of Mrs Thellusson. 

Forth of our \\"ays and woes, 

Forth of the mnds and snows, 

A white soul soaring goes, 

Winged like a dove : 

So sweet, so pure, so clear, 

So heavenly tempered here, 

Love need not hope or fear her changed ahoye 

Ere dawned her day to die, 

So heavenly, that on high 
Change could not glorify 
Nor death refine her : 

Pure gold of perfect love, 

On earth like heaven^s own dove, 

She cannot wear, above, a smile diviner. 

Her voice in heaven's own quire 
Can sound no heavenlier lyre 
Tlian here : no purer fire 
Her soul can soar : 

No sweeter stars her eyes 
In unimagined skies 

Beyond our sight can rise than here before. 



EVTHAmTOS. 


» 3 » 

Ilirdly long j wn ^!ld *^cd 
Tbctr shadow* On htr hnad . 

Hardly wc ihinV her dead. 

Who hardly thought her 
Old hardly can believe 
The gnef OUT hearts receive 
And wonder whde they gneve, as wrong were wrought 
her 

But though strong gneJ be auong 
No word ot thought o( wrong 
Ma) stain the trembling tong, 

Wnng Uie bruised heart, 

That Sounds or sight its famt 
Low note of love nor tamt 
Gnef for so sweet a saint, when such depart 
A saint whose perfect soul, 
ith perfect love for goal, 
hardi hardly wight controTJ 
Creeds might not harden » 

A flower more splendid far 
Than the most ladunt star 
Seen here of all that are in Cod's own garden. 

Surely the sU» wc tee 
Bise and relapse as we. 

And change and act, may be 
But shadows too 
But spmts tliat man's lot 
Could neither mar nor spot 
lake ^tse false lights are not, being heavenly Ituc. 



EUTHANATOS, 
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Not like these dying lights 
Of worlds whose glory smites 
The passage of the nights 
Through heaven^s blind prison : 

Not like their souls who see, 

If thought fly far and free, 

No heavenlier heaven to be for souls rerisea 

A soul wherein love shone 
Even like the sun, alone, 

With fervour of its own 
And splendour fed, 

Made by no creeds less kind 
Toward souls by none confined, 

Could Death’s self quench or blind, Love’s self were 
dead. 


February 4, 188I- 


*34 


FIRST AND LAST. 

Upov the borderlands orbemg, 

^Vhere life draws hardly breath 
Between the hghts and shadows Seeing 
Fast as a word one saith. 

Two Sowers rejoice oui eyesi^t, seeing 
The dawns of birth and death. 

Behind the babe h« dawn is lymg 
Half risen with notes of mirth 
From all the winds about it Sying 
Through new-born heaven and earth 
Before bright age hts day for dymg 
Dawns equal-eyed with birth 

Equal the dews of even and dawn, 

Equal the sun's eye seen 
A hand s breadth nsen ftTid half withdrawn 
But no bright hour between 
Brmgs aught so bright by stream or lawn 
To noonday growths of green 



FIUST AND LAST. 
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Which flower of life may smell the sweeter 
To love’s insensual sense, 

Which fragrance move mth offering meeter 
His soothed omnipotence, 

Being chosen as fairer or as fleeter, 

Borne hither or borne hence, 

love’s foiled omniscience knows not ; this 
Were more than all he knows 
With all his lore of bale and bliss, ^ 

The choice of rose and rose, 

One red as lips that touch vnth his, 

One white as moonlit snows. 

No hope is half so sweet and good, 

No dream of saint or sage 
So fair as these are : no dark mood 
But these might best assuage ; 

The sweet red rose of babyhood, 

The white sweet rose of age. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF 
EDWARD yOHN TRELAWNY 

Last high star of the years whose thunder 
StiH men's listening remernbraiice hear^ 
last light left of oui father^ years. 

Watched with honour and hailed with wonder 
Thee too then have the years home under. 
Thou too then hast regained thy peers. 

^Vings that warred with the winds of morning, 
Storm winds rocking the red great dawn. 
Close at last, and a film is drawn 
Over the eyes of the storm bird, soimmg 
Now no longer the loud wind’s warning. 
Waves that threaten or waves that fawn. 

Feets were none of thee left us hvmg. 

Peers of theirs we shall see no more. 

Eight years over the fuU fourscore 
Knew thee now shall thou sleep, forgiving 
All gnefs past of the wild world’s giving 
Moored at last on the stormless shore. 



ON EDWARD JOHN TRELAWNY. 


\Vorld\vide libertys lifelong lover, 

Lover no less of the strength of song, 
Sea-king, swordsman, hater of mrong, 

Over thy dust that the dust shall cover 
Comes my song as a bird to hover, 

Borne of its will as of Avings along. 

Cherished of thee were this brief song's brothers 
Now that follows them, cherishing thee. 

Over the tides and the tideless sea 
Soft as a smile of the earth our mother's 
Flies it faster than all those others, 

First of the troop at thy tomb to be. 

Memories of Greece and the mountain's hollow 
Guarded alone of thy loyal sword 
Hold thy name for our hearts in ward : 

Yet more fain are our hearts to follow 
One way now with the southward swallow 
Back to the grave of the man their lord. 

Heart of hearts, art thou moved not, hearing 
Surely, if hearts of the dead may hear, 

AVhose true heart it is now draws near? 

Surely the sense of it thrills thee, cheering 
Darkness and death with the news now nearing— 
Shelley, TrelaTOy rejoins thee here* 



ADIEUX A MARIE STUART 


Quras, for whose house tny fathers fought, 
Wth hopes that rose and fell, 

Red star of boyhood s fiery thought. 
Farewell. 

They gave theur lives, and 1, my queen. 
Have given you ol my life, 

Seeing your brave star bum high between 
Men a strife. 

The strife that lightened round their spears 
l<ong smce fell still so long 
Hardly may hope to last in years 
My song 

But still through strife of hme and thought 
Your hght on me too fell 
Queen, m whose name we sang or fought, 
Farewell. 
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There beats no heart on either border 
Wherethrough the north blasts blow 

But keeps your memory as a warder 
His beacon-fire aglow. 

Long since it fired with love and wonder 
Mine, for whose April age 

Blithe midsummer made banquet under 
The shade of Hermitage. 

Soft sang the burn’s blithe notes, that gather 
Strength to ring true : 

And air and trees and san and heather 
Remembered you. 

Old border ghosts of fight or fairy 
Or love or teen, 

These they forgot, remembering Mary 
The Queen. 


in. 

Queen once of Scots and ever of ours 
Whose sires brought forth for you 
Their lives to strew your way like flowers, 
Adieu. 

Dead is full many a dead man’s name 
Who died for you this long 
Time past : shall this too fare the same. 
My song ? 



ADIEVX A MARIE STUART 


But surely, though Jt die or live, 
Your face was worth 
AH that a mao may UunV to giTc 
On earth. 

No darkness cast of years between 
Can darken you 

llan’a love wiU never bid my queen 
Adieu. 


TV 

Ivove hangs like light about your name 
As music round the shell 

No heart can take of you 4 tame 
FarewelL 

Yet, when your very face was seen, 

111 gifts were yours for giving 

Love gat strange guerdons of my queen 
When living. 

0 diamond heart unflawed and clear. 
The whole world’s crowning )cwel ! 

Was ever heart so deadly dear 
So cruel? 

Yet none for you of all that bled 
Grudged once one drop that fell 

Not one to life reluctant said 
Farewell 
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Strange love they have given you, love disloyal, 
^Vho mock with praise your name, 

To leave a head so rare and royal 
Too low for praise or blame. 

You could not love nor hate, they tell us, 

You had nor sense nor sting : 

In God's name, then, what plague befell us 
To fight for such a thing? 

^Some faults the gods will give,' to fetter 
Man's highest intent : 

But surely you were something better 
Than innocent ! 

No maid that strays with steps xmwary 
Through snares unseen, 

But one to live and die for ; Mary, 

The Queeru 


VI. 

Forgive them all their praise, who blot 
Your fame "with praise of you : 
Then love may say, and falter not 
Adieu. 

R 



ADIEVX 2 MARIE STUART. 


Yet some you hardly would forgive 
Who dtd you much less wrong 
Once but lescntmcnt should not hve 
Too long. 

They nevei saw y uui hp's bnght bow, 
Your swordbnght eyes, 

The bluest of heavenly things below 
The sVies. 

Clear eyes that love's self finds most like 
A swordblade's blue, 

A swordblade’s ever keen to strike, 
Adieu. 


VTI 

Though all things breathe or sound of fight 
That yet make up your spell, 

To bid you were to bid the light 
ParewelL 

Farewell the son^ says only, being 
A star whose tare is run 
Faieviell the soul says never, seemg 
The sua 

Yet, wellnigb as with flash of tears, 

The song must sa^but so 
That took your praise flip twenty yean 
Ago. 



ADIEUX A MARIE STUART, 243 


More bright than stars or moons that vary, 
Snn kindling heaven and hell, 

Here, after all these years, Queen Mary, 
Farewell 
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HERSE 

Whk» grace is given ns ever to behold 
A child some svreet months old. 

Lore, laying across our lips his finger, saith. 

Smiling, mth bated breath, 

Hash J for the holiest thing that lives is here. 

And heaven’s oini heart how near 1 
Ho-v dare we, that may gaae not on the sun, 

Gare on this vener one ? 

Heart, hoM tfty peace , eyes, be cast down /or shame/ 
Lips, breathe not yet its name. 

In heaven they know what name to call it , tve, 

How should we know ? For, see 1 
The adorable sweet living marvellous 
Strange light that lightens tis 
Who gaze, dtsertlcss of such glonous grace. 

Full m a babe's wann face t 
All roses that the tnommg tears are nought, 

Ah stars not worth a thought, 

Set this one star against them, or suppose 
As nval this one irose 

WTiat pnee co'jJd pav with earth's whole weiglit of gold 
One least flushed roseleafs fold 



BEKSE, 
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Of all this dimpling store of smiles that shine 
From each warm curve and line, 

Each charm of flower-sweet flesh, to reillume 
The dappled rose-red bloom 
Of all its daintj’ body, honey-sweet 

Clenched bands and curled-up feet, 

That on the roses of the dawn have trod 
As they came down from God, 

And keep the flush and colour that the sky 
Takes when the sun comes nigh, 

And keep the likeness of the smile their grace 
Evoked on God's own face 
When, seeing this work of his most heavenly mood, 
He saw that it was good ? 

For all its warm sweet body seems one smile, 

And mere men's love too vile 
To meet it, or with eyes that worship dims 
Read o'er the little limbs, 

Read all the book of all their beauties o’er, 

Rejoice, revere, adore. 

Bow down and worship each delight in turn, 

Laugh, wonder, yield, and yearn. 

But when our trembling kisses dare, yet dread, 

Even to draw nigh its head, 

And touch, and scarce with touch or breath surprise 
Its mild miraculous eyes 
Out of their viewless vision — 0, what then, 

What may be said of men ? 

\Miat speech may name a new-born child ? what word 
Earth ever spake or heard ? 



The best men’s tongue that ever glory tnew 
Called that a drop of dew 
\VbKh ffwa the breathing aeawje^s hrndly womb 
Came forth m blameless bloom. 

Vfe have no word, as had those men most high, 

To call a baby by 

Kose, ruby, Uly, pearl of stormlesa seas — 

A better word than these. 

Abetter sign it was than dower or gem 
That love revealed to them 
They knew th;tt whence comes or quickening 
flame, 

Thence only this thing came, 

And only might be likened of our love 
To somewhat bom above. 

Not even to sweetest things dropped else on earth, 
Only to dew’s own birth. 

Not doubt we but their sense was heavenly true, 
Babe, when we gaze on you, 

A dew drop out of heaven whose oilouis are 
More bright than sun or star, 
ha now, ere watchmg love dare fear or hope, 
laps, hands, and eychds ope, 

And all your life is mixed with earthly leaveiv 
O child, what news hom heaven? 
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TWINS. 

Affectionately inscribed to W. 3R, and L. K 

April, on whose wings 
Ride all gracious thmgs, 

Like the star that brings 
All things good to man, 

Ere his light, that yet 
Makes the month shine, set, 

And fair May forget 
'Whence her birth began, 

Brings, as heart would choose, 

Sound of golden news. 

Bright as kindling dews 
When the dawn begins y 
Tidings clear as mirth. 

Sweet as air and earth 
Now that hail the birth, 

Twice thus blest, of twins* 

In fhe lovely land 
Where with hand in hand 
Lovers wedded stand 
Other joys before 



twins 


Made your mixed life sweet 
Now, as Time sees meet, 

Three glad btossoms greet 
Two glad blossoms moie- 

Fcd with sun and dew, 

WTiile your joys were new, 

First arose and grew 
One bright oh\e shoot 
Then a feir and fine 
Slip of wann haired pine 
Felt the sweet sun shine 
On its leaf and fruit. 

And it wore for mailt 
Graren on the dark 
Beauty of its bark 
That the noblest name 
^Vo^l in song of old 
By the ting whose bold 
Hand had fast m hold 
All the flower of fame. 

Then, with southern sties 
Flattered m her eyes, 

BTiicb, in lovelier rnse 
Yet, reflect their blue 
Bnghtened more, being bi^bt 
Here with life's dehgh^ 

And wath loi e’s live light 
Glorified anew, 



TIV/NS. 
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Came, as fair as came 
One who bore her name 
(She that broke as flame 
From the swan-sheil white), 
Crowned with tender hair 
Only, but more fair 
Than all queens that were 
Themes of oldworld fight, 

Of your flowers the third 
Bud, or new-fledged bird 
In your hearts^ nest heard 
Murmuring like a dove 
Bright as those that drew 
Over waves where blew 
No loud wind the blue 
Heaven^hued car of love. 

Net the glorious grace 
Even of that one face 
Potent to displace 
All the towers of Troy 
Surely slione more clear 
Once with childlike cheer 
Than this child^s face here 
Now with living joy. 

After thes|^ again 
Here in April’s train 
Breaks the bloom of twain 
Blossoms in one birth 
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rnv^s. 


For a croiTO of Maj 
On the front of day 
When he takes lus way 
Over heaven and earth. 

Half a heavenly thing 
Given from heaven to Spnng 
By the *aa her king, 

Half a tender toy. 

Seems a chSd of curl 
Yet too soft to twul , 

Seems the flovrea- sweet girl 
By the flower bn^t boy 

All the kind gods' gtaoc, 

All then- love, embrace 
Ever cither face. 

Ever brood above them 
All soft wmgs of hours 
Screen them aa with flowers 
From all beams and showers . 
All life's seasons love them. 

When the dews of sleep 
Falling hghthest keep 
Eyes too dose to peep 
Forth and laugh off re$b 
Joy from free to feet 
Fin them, as is meet 
life to them be sweet 
As their mother's breast 



TWINS. 


When those dews are dry. 
And in da/s bright eye 
Looking full they lie 
Bright as rose and pearl, 
All returns of joy 
Pure of time’s alloy 
Bless the rose-red boy, 
Guard the rose-white girh 


Postscript, 

Friends, if I could take 
Half a note from Blake 
Or but one verse make 
Of the Conqueror’s mine, 
Better than my best 
Song above your nest 
I would sing : the quest 
Now seems too divine* 


Aprs^2Z^ x8Stm 



THB SALT OF THE EARTH 


Ir cluldbood « ere not m the woitd, 

Eat only men and women grown , 

No baby lodrs m tendnls corledi 
No baby blossoms blown , 

Thongh men were stronger, women Jairer, 
And nearer all delights in reach, 

And verse and music uttered rater 
Tones of more godlike speech , 

Though the utmost hfe of life's best hours 
Foimd, as it cannot now find, words , 
Though desert sands were sweet as flowers 
And flowers could sing hke birds. 

Eat children never heard them, never 
They felt a child’s foo* leap and run 
This were a dreaner star than ever 
Tet looked upon the sun. 
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SEVEN YEARS OLD. 


i. 

Seven white roses on one tree, 

Seven white loaves of blameless leaven, 
Seven white sails on one soft sea, 

Seven white swans on one lakers lee, 
Seven white fiowerlike stars in heaven, 
All are l)^es unmeet to be 

For a birthday's crown of seven. 


II. 

Not the radiance of the roses, 

Not the blessing of the bread, 

Not the breeze that ere day grows is 
Fresh for sails and swans, and closes 
Wings above the sun’s grave spread, 
When the starshine on the snows is 
Sweet as sleep on sorrow shed, 

Tir. 

Nothing sweetest, nothing best, 

Holds so good and sweet a treasure 
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SEVEN YEARS OLD 


As ibe love wherewith once blest 
Joy grows holy, gnef titcs resti 
Life, half tired with hours to measure^ 
Fills his eyes and bps and breast 
With most light and breath of pleasure , 

IV 

As the rapture unpolluted, 

As the passion tmdehled, 

By whose force all pains heart rooted 
Ate trans&gured and transmuted, 
Recompensed and reconciled, 
rhrough the unpenal, undisputed. 

Present godhead of a duld. 


Brown bright eyes and fair bnght head. 
Worth a worthier crown than this is, 
Worth a worthier song instead, 

Sweet grave wise round mouth, fiiU fed 
IVlth the joy of love, whose hhss is 
Mote than mortal wine and bread. 

Lips whose words are sweet as kisses, 


VI j 

lartle hands so glad of giving, 
LittJe heart so glad of loie, 
Lade soul so glad of hnn^. 



SEVEN YEARS OLD, 


\Vhile the strong swift hours are weaving 
Light with darkness woven above, 
Time for mirth and time for grieving, 
Plume of raven and plume of dove, 


Yll. 

I can give you but a word 
Warm with love therein for leaven, 

But a song that falls unheard 
Yet on ears of sense unstirred 
Yet by song so far from heaven, 
Whence you came the brightest bird, 
Seven years since, of seven times seven. 



eight YEAB.S OLD 


Stm, whom the bltenns 

R:se,letthetimeofye^beM3^ 

Speak now the word that Ap » 

LetMarcihave all hia royalty. 

Bid all spnng rase m winter’s 

All tones her children hear ^P^ 

Because the crown of eight glad^yeaxs 

Ononebnghtheadissetlo^y 


^Vhat matters doud or sun to^y 

To him who wean the wreath of yean 
so man>. and aU like flowers at play ^ 
tVith wind and sunshine, w 
Hear only song on every way 7 

More sweet than sprmgtnu^^^^ 

RuiK through the revel rout of May 

these, the notes that winter fean. 



EIGHT YEARS OLD. 
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III. 

Strong-hearted 'ndnter knows and fears 
The music made of love at play, 

Or haply loves the tune he hears 
From hearts fulfilled with flowering May, 
Whose molten music thaws his ears 
Late frozen, deaf but yesterday 
To sounds of dying and dawning years, 
Now quickened on his deathward way. 


IV. 

For deathward now lies winter^s way 
Down the green vestibule of years 
That each year brightens day by day 

With flower and shower till hope scarce fears 
And fear grows wholly hope of May. 

But we — the music in our ears 
Made of lovers pulses as they play 
The heart alone that makes it hears. 


V. 

The heart it is that plays and hears 
High salutation of to-day. 

Tongue falters, hand shrinks back, song fears 
Its own unworthiness to play 
Fit music for those eight sweet years, 

Or sing their blithe accomplished way. 

No song quite worth a young child*s ears 
Broke ever even from birds in May. 

B 
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s/GJ^r yrAiis ozz? 


Thwe beats mot m the heart of May, 
tVhcB s>imn>cr hopes and spnugude feaw, 
There falls not from the hcjght of day, 

When sunlight speahs and silence hean, 
So sweet a psalm as children play 
And sing each hour of all their jears, 
Eaeh moment of then lovely viay, 

And know not how it ihnils our ears 

VIZ 

Ah child, what ate we, that our ears 
Should hear yon singing on jour way, 
Should have this happiness? 'ITie years 
Whose hurrying wings about us play 
Are rot like jours, whose Sower time fears 
Nought worse than sunlit showers m May, 
Being sinless as the spring, that hears 
Her 01171 heart praise her every day 

VIZL 

Yet we loo tnumph m the day 
That bare, to entrance out eyes and ears, 
To lighten daj light, and to play 
Sucli notes as darkness knows and fears, 
The child whose face lUuroes our way, 
^Vhose voice lifts up the heart that hears, 
WTiose hand is as the hand of May 
To bring us ftowers from eight full yean. 

igg* 



COMPARISONS. 


Child, \7hen they say that others 
Have been or are like you, 
Babes fit to be your brothers, 
Sweet human drops of dew, 
Bright fruit of mortal mothers, 
WTiat should one say or do ? 

We know the thought is treason. 
We feel the dream absurd ; 

A claim rebuked of reason, 

That withers at a word : 

For never shone the season 
That bore so blithe a bird. 


Some smiles may seem as merry, 
Some glances gleam as wise, 
From lips as like a cherry 
And scarce less gracious eyes 5 
Eyes browner than a berry, 

Lips red as morning’s rise. 





T-SES- 

Xai cloudiest -ircaUi 

0«I Shatcspeae, surely, 

TV,,da^«reiiotmo«^«les. 

Wthn«AeTl«W^°"J^ 

Gear UugH that 
Tf ever cluld stood P®®tess, 
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WHAT IS DEATH? 

Looking on a page where stood 
Graven of old on old-world wood 
Death, and by the grave's edge grim, 

Pale, the young man facing him, 

Asked my well-beloved of me 
Once what strange thing this might be, 
Gaunt and great of limb. 

Death, I told him ; and, surprise 
Deepening more his wild wood eyes 
(Like some sweet fleet thing’s whose breath 
Speaks all spring though nought it saith), 
Dp he turned his rosebright face 
Glorious mth its seven years' grace, 

Asking — ^\Vhat is death? 



ji CHILD'S PITY.^ 


Kq tweeter thing than children’s ways and wiles, 
Surely, we say, can gladden eyes and cars 
Yet sometime sweeter than their words or stades 
Are esen iheir tears. 

To one for once a piteous tale was read, 

How when the murderous mother crocodfle 

Was slam, her fierce brood famished, and la> dead, 
Starred, by the Nile. 

Jn vast green reed beds on the snst grey shtne 
Those monsters motherless and helpless lay, 
Penshmg onlv for the patent’s crime 
Whose seed were they 

Honrs after, toward the dusk, iar blithe srnaD bird 
Of Paradise, who has our hearts iB keeping, 

U as heard or seen, but hardly seen or heard, 

For pity weepmg | 

He was so sorry, sitting still apari^. 

Pot the poor little crocodiles, he said- 
Six years had given him, for an an^ s heart, 

A child’s instead. 



A CHILD^S PITY. 
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Feigned tears the false beasts shed for murderous 
ends, 

We know from travellers’ tales of crocodiles : 

But these tears wept upon them of my friend's 
Outshine his smiles. 

What heavenliest angels of what heavenly city 
Could match the heavenly heart in children hefe? 
The heart that hallowing all things with its pity 
Casts out all fear ? 

So lovely, so di^ne, so dear their laughter 
Seems to us, we know not what could be more 
dear : 

But lovelier yet we see the sign thereafter 
Of such a tear* 

With sense of love half laughing and half weeping 
We met your tears, our small sweet-spirited friexid : 
Let your love have us in its heavenly keeping 
To life’s last end* 



A C/f/CiyS LAUGHTER. 


Au the bells of heaven rnay nng> 
All the birds of heaven may sing, 
Ait the welts on canh may spring, 
All the winds on eanh may bring 
All sweet sounds together , 
Sweeter far than alt things heanl, 
Hand of harper, lone of bird, 

Sound of woods at sundawn stirred, 
Vielling waters winsome word, 
liVind in Warm wan weather, 

One thing yet there is, that none 
Hearing ere us chime be done 
Knows not well the sweetest one 
Heard of man beneath the sun. 
Hoped in heaven hereafter , 

Soft and strong and loud and light, 
Veij sound of very bjht 
Heard from morning's rosiest height, 
'Vhenthe soul of all delight 
Fills a cluld s clear Uughter 



A CH/LD^S LAUGHTER. 


Golden bells of welcome rolled 
Never forth such notes, not told 
Hours so blithe in tones so bold, 
As the radiant mouth of gold 
Here that rings forth heaven. 

If the golden-crested wren 
Were a nightingale — why, then, 
Something seen and heard of men 
Might be half as sweet as when 
Laughs a child of seven. 



A CHILD’S TffAHHS, 


How low sos'or men rank us. 

How high soe'er we wm, 

The children tir above us 
Dwell, and they dctga to lo^e os, 

IMth lovelier love than ours. 

And smiles more sweet than flower* , 

As though the sun should thank us 
For Icttmg light come in- 

IVith too dime complaisance^ 

Whose grace misleads them tlvus, 

Being gods, in heavenly blindness 
They call our worship kindness, 

Our pebble gdt a gem 
They thmk us good to them, 

^Yhose glance, whose breath, whose presence. 
Arc gifts too good for us. 

The poet high and hoary 
Of meres that mountains bind 
Felt his great heart more often 
Tteam, and its proud strength soften 



A CHILD^S THANKS. 
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From stem to tenderer mood, 

At thought of gratitude 
Shown than of song or story 
He heard of hearts unkind* 

But with what words for token 
And what adoring tears 
Of reverence risen to passion, 

In what glad prostrate fashion 
Of spirit ahd soul subdued, 

May man show gratitude 
For thanks of children spoken 
That hover in his ears ? 

The angels laugh, your brothers, 
Cliild, hearing you thank me, 

With eyes whence night grows sunny, 
And touch of lips like honey, 

And words like honey-dew: 

But how shall I thank you ? 

For gifts abo%^e all others 
What guerdon-gift may be ? 

What wealth of words caressing, 

What choice of songs found best, 
Would seem not as derision, 

Found vain beside the vision 
And glory from above 
Shown in a child^s hearths love ? 

His part in life is blessing ; 

Ours, only to be blest 


A CHILD'S BATTLES 

Ifrrhr — PWDAt. 

Praise or the knights of old 
May sleep their tale is told^ 

And no loan ores 
The praise which fires our hps a 
A knighis whose fame eclipses 
AU of theirs. 

The ruddiest light in heaven 
Blared as ha birth star seven 
Long ) ears ago 
All glory crown that old year 
IVhtch brought om stout small soldief 
Wth the snow 1 

Eadi baby bora has one 
Star, for his friends a sun. 

The first of Stars 
And we, the mote we satn it, 

The tnore grow sure jour planet, 
Ould, was Mars. 



A CHILD^S BATTLES. 
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Tor each one flower, perchance, 
Blooms as his cognizance : 

The snowdrop chill, 

The violet unbeholden, 

For some ; for you the golden 
Daffodil 

Erect, a fighting flower, 

It breasts the breeziest hour 
That ever blew, 

And bent or broke things brittle 
Or frail, unlike a little 
Knight like you. 

Its flower is firm and fresh 
And stout like sturdiest flesh 
Of children : all 

The strenuous blast that parches 
Spring hurts it not till March is 
Near his fall 

If ^vinds that prate and fret 
Remark, rebuke, regret, 

Lament, or blame 
The brave plants martial passion. 
It keeps its o\vn free fashion 

All the same. 

( 

We that would fain seem wise 
Assume grave mouths and eyes 
"Whose looks reprove 



/. battles. 

That tongues of beggars . 

Rom small stout hands so Uvtsh 

Of their store. 

STTcet hardy bindly hands 

Ijkc these ere his that standi 

With heel on gorge 

Seen trampling down the dmgoa 

On sign or Bast or flagon, 

Sweet Saint George. 

Some tournament, perch^ce 

Ofhands that couch no Unce, 

llight raaih this spot 
Your lists, if here some pleas:^ 

Small Gueneverewete present, 

Launcelot 

My brave bnght flower, Jounced 

No foolish song, nor heed 
It more than spring 

The sighs of winter stricken 

Dead when your haunts requicken 

Here, my kmg. 


Yet 0, how hardly may 
The wheels ofsingmg stay 
That whirl along 


Bright paths whence echo raises 
The phantom of your praises, 
Child, my song ! 



^ CHILD^S BATTLES. 
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Beyond all other things 
That give my words fleet wings, 

Fleet wings and strong, 

You set their jesses ringing 
Till hardly can I, singing, 

Stint my song. 

But all things better, friend, 

And worse must find an end : 

And, right or wong, 

T'is time, lest rhyme sliould baffle, 

I doubt, to put a snaffle 
On my song. 

And never may your ear 
Aught harsher hear or fear, 

Nor wolfish night 
Nor dog-toothed winter snarling 
Behind your steps, my darling 
My delight ! 

Tor all the gifts you give 
Me, dear, each day you live, 

Of thanks above 
All thanks that could be spoken 
Take not ray song in token, 

Take my lore. 





A CHILV'S FVTURn 


Wi HAT -Will jt please you, my darling, hereaftei to b* # 

Tame upon land voU you looV for, or glory by sea? 

Gallant your life aili be altrays, and all of it br*. 

Free as the mnd when the heart of the twilight la 
shned 

Eastward, and sounds fiora the springs of the tunnse 
ate heard 

Free— Sind we know not another as infinite word. 

Darkness or twilight or sunlight may compaw tis 
round, 

Hale may arise up against us, or hope may confound, 

Lose may forsake us , yet may not the spurt be 
bound. 

Free in oppression of gnef as in ardour of joy 

S lU may ihe soul be, and each to her strength as a 
toy 

Free in the glance of the man as the smile of the boy 



A CIIILD^S FUTURE. 
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Freedom alone is the salt and the spirit that gives 
Life, and without her is nothing that verily lives : 
Death cannot slay her s she laughs upon death and 
forgives. 

Brightest and hardiest of roses anear and afar 
Glitters the blithe little face of you, round as a star : 
Libert}^ bless you and keep you to be as you are, 

England and liberty bless you and keep you to be 
Worthy the name of their child and the sight of their 
sea : 

Fear not at all ; for a slave;, if be fears not, is free. 
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L 

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE. 

Crowned, girdled, garbed and shod with light and fire, 
Son first-bom of the morning, sovereign star I 
Soul nearest ours of all, that wert most far, 

Most far off in the abysm of time, thy lyre 
Hung highest above the dawn-enkindled quire 
Where all ye sang together, all that are, 

And all the starry songs behind thy car 
Rang sequence, all our souls acclaim thee sire. 

* If all the pens that ever poets held 
Had fed the feeling of their masters’ thoughts/ 

And as with rush of hurtling chariots 
The flight of all their spirits were impelled 
Toward one great end, thy glory — nay, not then, 
yet m/ght’sC thou be praised enough of mexju 



IL 


IVIIXTASr SUAKSSPEARB. 

Not if rocn'» tongues md angels' all la one 
SpaVc, might the wordbe sud that might speak Tl eft 
Streams, Kinds, woods, flowen, Sclds, monhtxms 
yea, the sea, 

liMiat power is m iJieni all to praise the sua? 

His praise is this, — he can be praised of none, 

Man, woman, child, piiue Cod for him , tot he 
Exults not to be worshipped, but to be. 

He IS , and, bemg, beholds bis work wcS done. 

All joy, all glory, all sorrow, all strength, all mirth, , 
Are hia without him, da/ were night on earth. 

Tune knows not has from tunc s own period, 

AD. lutes, all IwipiS, lU Tiols, all flutes, all ly«*, 

Fall dumb before bun ere one stnag suspuci 
AU stars are angels , but the sun ts God, 



BEN yONSON 


Broad-based, broad-fronted, bounteous, muItifoTm, 
With many a valley impleached vrith ivy and vine, 
'Wherein the springs of all the streams run wine, 

And many a crag full-faced against the storm, 

The mountain where thy Muse's feet made warm 
Those lauTis that revelled 'with her dance divine 
Shines yet with fire as it was wont to shine 
From tossing torches round the dance aswarm. 

Nor less, high-stationed on the grey grave heights, 
High-thoughted seers with heaven's heart-kindling lights 
Hold converse : and the herd of meaner things 
Knows or by fiery scourge or fiery shaft 
When wrath on thy broad brows has risen, and laughed, 
Darkening thy soul with shadow of thunderous wings. 



^BAVMONT AND FLETCHER. 


Ak hour ere suddcii sunset fired the ves^ 

Arose t*o stars upon the pale deep east. 

The hall of heaven was clear for nighds high feast, 
Yet was not da/* fierv heart at ret. 

Love leapt up from his mother's burning breast 
To sec those warm twin lights, as day decreased, 
Wax wider, till when all the sun had ceased 
As suns they shone from evening's kmdled crest 
Across them and between, a quickening hre, 

Flamed Venus, laughing with appeased desire. 

Their dawn, scarce lovelier for the gleam of tears, 
Filled half the hollow shell 'tw«t heaven and earth 
With sound hlte moonlight, mingling moan and mirth, 
tVluidi rings and glitters down the daihhag }cais. 



PHILIP MASSINGER. 


Clouds here and there arisen an hour past noon 
Chequered our English heaven vnth lengthening bars 
And shadow and sound of wheel- winged thunder-oars 
Assembling strength to put forth tempest soon, 

When the clear still warm concord of thy tune 
Rose under skies unscared by reddening Mars 
Yet, like a sound of silver speech of stars, 

With full mild flame as of the mellowing moon. 

Grave and great-hearted Massinger, thy face 
High melancholy lights wth loftier grace 
Than gilds the brow s of revel : sad and wise, 

The spirit of thought that moved thy deeper song, 
Sorrow serene in soft calm scorn of wrong, 

Speaks patience yet from thy majestic eyes. 



vm. 


THOMAS DECKER 

Out of the depths of cLuilujs We where sm 
Laughs piteously that sorrow should not know 
Her Own ill name, not woe be counted woe • 
\\’hcrc hate and craft stud lust make drearier dia 
Than sounds through dreams that gncf holds rereliOj 
^\'hat charm of JO) bells ringing, streams that flow. 
Winds that blow healmg m each note they blow. 

Is this that the outer darkness hears begin? 

O sweetest heart of all thy time sate oae. 

Star seen for love's sake nearest to the sun. 

Hung lampUke o'er a dense and doleful aty, 

Not Shakespeare’s very spirit, howe'er more great, 
Than thme toward man sras more compassionate, 

Nor gave Christ praise from bps more sweet with pity 
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IX- 

THOMAS MIDDLETON. 

A WILD moon riding high from cloud to cloud, 

That sees and sees not, glimmenng far beneath, 
Hell's children revel along the shuddenng heath 
With dirgedike mirth and raiment like a shroud: 

A worse fair face than witchcraft's, passion-proud, 

With brows blood-hecked behind then bridal wreath 
And lips that bade the assassin’s sword find sheath 
Deep in the heart whereto love’s heart was vowed: 

A game of close contentious crafts and creeds 

Played till white England bnng black Spain to shame 
A son’s bright sword and brighter soul, whose deeds 
High conscience lights for mother’s love and fame : 
Pure gipsy flowers, and poisonous courtly weeds : 

Such tokens and such trophies crown thy name* 



THOMAS HEYiVOOD 


Tom, if they loi ed thee best who called thee Toon, 
IVbat else may all men call thee^ seeing thus bnght 
Even >et the laughmg and the weepeg light 
lhat stiU thy kind old eyes are kindled from? 

Small care was thmc to assail and overcome 
Time and his child Oblivion yet of nght 
Thy name has part with names of lordlier might 
For English love and homely sense of home, 

Whose fragrance keeps thy small sweet bayleaf young 
And giv es it place aloft among thy peers 
IVhence many a wreath once b-iher strong Tiaie 
has hurled 

And this thy praise is sweet on Shakespeare s tongue— 
' O good old rnan, how well tn thee appears 
Tne constant service of the antique world 1* 



GEORGE CHAPMAN. 


High priest of Homer, not elect in vain, 

Deep trumpets blow before thee, shawms behind 
Mix music with the rolling wheels that wind 
Slov/ through the labouring triumph of thy train : 

Fierce history, molten in thy forging brain, 

Takes form and fire and fashion from thy mind, 
Tormented and transmuted out of kind : 

But howsoever thou shift thy strenuous strain, 

Like Tailor^ smooth, like Fisher^ swollen, and now 
Grim Yarrington ^ scarce bloodier marked than thou, 
Then bluff asMayne’s ^ or broad-mouthed Bariy^^s ^ glee , 
Proud still with hoar predominance of brow 
And beard like foam swept off the broad blown sea. 
Where’er thou go, men’s reverence goes \rith thee, 

* Author of The haik lost his Pearl. 

* Author of Fuimtts Troes^ or the Trtu Trojaits, 

® Author of Tv.'o Tragedies in One. 

* Author of T/iO City Match. 

s Author of Pam-Alley, or Merry Tricks. 



T,.t d-.sk ot 

r.~.tid.,.«dd^ 

A ™ll eta. toto" w i^k, 

Though du-ge^ i> » , a ^lar o»e’* ^ o'* 

S.n« vhc ^I^^*^r^blfflSToundHydePi*^ 
When thy ««d * pice wert 
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XV. 

the tribe of benjamin. 

Sons bom of many a loyal Muse to Ben, 

All true-begotten, warm mth wine or ale, 

Bright from the broad light of his presence, hail 1 
Prince Randolph, nighest his throne of all his men, 
Being highest in spirit and heart who hailed him then 
King, nor might other spread so blithe a sail : 
Cart\vright, a soul pent in with narrower pale, 
Praised of thy sire for manful might of pen ; 

Marmion, whose verse keeps alway keen and fine 
The perfume of their Apollonian wine 
"Who shared with that stout sire of all and thee 
The exuberant chalice of his echoing shrine : 

Is not your praise writ broad in gold which he 
Inscribed, that all who praise his name should see? 



XX. 


THE MANY 

11 

HaugMon, whose tmrth gave woman all her will 
Field, bnght and loud with laughing flower and bird 
And keen alternate notes of laud and gird 
Barnes, darkening once with Borgia’s deeds the qmll 
Which tuned the passion of Parthenophil 
Blithe burly Porter, broad and bold of word 
Wilkins, a voice with strenuous pny stirred 
Turk ilason Brewer, whose tongue drops honey suU 
Rough Rowley, handling song with Esau's hand 
Light N abb es lean Shaipbam , rank and raw by turns, 
But fragrant with a forethought once of Bums i 
Soft Davenport, sad robed, but blithe and bbnd i 
Bromc, gipsy led across the woodbnd ferns 
Praise be with all, and place among our bond. ’’ 
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EPILOGUE. 

Our mother, which wast twice, as histoiy saith, 

Found first among the nations : once, w^hen she 
\Vho bore thine ensign saw the God in thee 
Smite Spain, and bring forth Shakespeare ; once, when death 
Shrank, and Rome’s bloodhounds cowered, at ^^lilton’s breath 
T^Iore than thy place, then first among the free. 

More than that sovereign lordship of the sea 
Bequeathed to Cromwell from Elizabeth, 

More than thy fiery guiding* star, w’hich Drake 
Hailed, and the deep saw lit again for Blake, 

More than all deeds wTought of thy strong right hand, 

This praise keeps most tliy fame’s memorial strong. 

That thou w^st head of all these streams of song, 

And time boA\^ down to thee as Shakespeare’s land. 
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I. 

A MONTH without sight of the sun 
Rising or reigning or setting 

Tlirough days \vithout use of the day, 

Wio calls it the month of May? 

The sense of the name is undone 
And the sound of it fit for forgetting, 

We shall not feel if the sun rise, 

We shall not care when it sets : 

If a nightingale make night's air 

As noontide, why should we care? 

Till a light of delight that is done rise, 
Extinguishing grey regrets ; 

Till a child's face lighten again 
On the twilight of older faces ; 

Till a child's voice fall as the dew 

On furroivs with heat parched through 

And all but hopeless of grain, 
Refreshing the desolate places — 

Fall clear on the ears of us hearkening 
And hungering for food of the sound 
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And thimms for joy of lus voica 
Till the heaitj m us hear and rejoice, 

And the thoughts of them doubting and 
darkening 

Rejo ce mth a glad thing found. 

^Vhea the heart of our gbdness is gone, 
What comfort is left with us after? 

When the light of our eyes is nvray, 

What glory remains upon May, 

WTiat blessing of song is thereon 
If we dnnk not the U^ht of h s laughter? 

Ho small sweet face witli the daytuae 
To welcome warmer than noon 1 
No sweet small voice as a bud’s 
To bring us the day’s first words 1 
Mid May for us here is not Maytimc : 

No summer begins with June 

A whole dead month in the dark, 

A dawn in the mists that o'ercome her 
StiBed and smothered and sad — 

Swift speed to it, barren and bad I 
And return to us, voice of the lark, 

And remain with us, suoli^ of summet 
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AtAS, wliat right has the dawn to glimmer, 
Wiat right has the ^v^nd to do aught but 
moan ? 

All the day should be dimmer 
Because wc arc left alone, 

Ycslcnnorn like a sunbeam present 
Hither and thither a light step smiled, 

And made eadi place for us pleasant 
With the sense or the sight of a child. 

But the leaves persist as before, and after 
Our parting the dull day still bears fiowers 

And songs less bright than his laughter 
Deride us from birds in the bowers. 

Birds, and blossoms, and sunlight only, 

As though such folly sufiiced for spring 1 

As though the house u^ere not lonely 
For want of the child its king t 
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A ST tEP and afar to-mglrt ray darling 
Lies, and heeds not the night, 

If winds be sumng or storms be snarling ; 

For hi* sleep » its own sweet bgfct. 

1 sit where he sat beside me quaffing 
The wine of storj and song 
Foured forth of immortal cups, and hughing 
^Vhen mirth in the draught grew strong, 

I broVc the gold of the words, to melt it 
For hands but seven 3 ears old, 

A.nd the) caught the tale as a bird, and felt it 
More bright than visible gold 

And he drank down deep, with his eyes broad, 
beajiiJTg, 

Here m this room where I am, 

The golden mtoge of Shakespeare, gleaming 
In the silier vessels of Lamb 
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Here by my hearth where he was I listen 
For the shade of tlie sound of a word. 

Athirst for tlie birdlike eyes to glisten, 

For tlie tongue to chirp like a bird. 

At the blast of battle, how broad they brightened, 
Like fire in the spheres of stars, 

And clung to the pictured page, and lightened 
As keen as the heart of Mars ! 

At the touch of laughter, how swift it twittered 
The shrillest music on earth 3 
How the lithe limbs laughed and the whole child 
glittered 

With radiant riot of mirtli ! 

Our Shakespeare now, as a man dumb -stricken, 
Stands silent there on the shelf : 

And my thoughts, that had song in the heart of them, 
sicken, 

And relish not Shakespeare’s self. 

And my mood grows moodier than Hamlet’s even, 
And man delights not me, 

But only the face that mom and even 
My heart leapt only to see. 

That my heart made merry within me seeing^ 

And sang as his laugh kept time : 

But song finds now no pleasure in being, 

And love no reason in rhyme. 
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IV 

Mild blos-^oi \ and proud Bvrect baj*ffower, 
Wliat, for sbame, ■would jou luve ■with us here? 
It IS not the month of the May flo^wcr 
Tins, but the fill of the ) car 

Flouerb opitn only their lips in dcnsioa. 

Leases are as 6ngcrs that point tn scorn 
The shows wc Bi"e are a msiou , 

Spring IS not \enly born 

Yet boughs turn supple and buds grow sappy, 

As though the sun were indeed the san 
And all our woods are happy 
tv ith all their birds save one 

But spring is over, but summer is over. 

But autumn is over, and winter stands 
Witli his feet 'unt deep m the clover 
And cowslips cold in his hands 

His hoar grim head has a hawthorn bonnet, 

His gnarled gaunt hand has a gay green staff 
With new blown rose blos>om on it 
But his bugh is a dead man’s laugh. 
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The laugh of spring that the heart seeks after, 
The hand that the whole rvorld yearns to kiss, 
It rings not here in his laughter, 

The sign of it is not this. 

There is not strength in it left to splinter 
Tall oaks, nor frost in his breath to sting : 

Yet It is but a breath as of wdnter, 

And it is not the hand of spring 
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The mommg thit brings after irany 
Days fled with no bgbt upon any 
The small &« back which is goae » 
■When the loved little hands once more 
Shall strugslc and strain at the door 
They beat their summons upon 
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If a soul for but seven days were cast out of heaven 
and its mirth, 

They would seem to her fears like as seventy years 
upon eartli. 

Even and xnonow should seem to her sorrow as long 

As the passage of numberless ages in slumberless 
song. 

Da\\ii, roused by the lark, would be surely as dark in 
her sight 

As her measureless measure of shadowless pleasure 
was bright 

Noon, gilt but vnth glory of gold, would be hoary 
and grey 

In her eyes that had gazed on the depths, unamazed 
with the day. 

Night hardly would seem to make darker her dream 
never done, 

When it could but withhold what a man may behold 
of the sun. 
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zx. 

As a poor man hungenng stands with msatutc eyes 
and hands 

Void of bread 

Ri^ht in. s ght of tneti that (east while lus Cuninc with 
ao least 

Cnimb IS fed, 

Here across the garden wall can I hear strange chfl 
dren call. 

Watch them pby, 

From the « indow ed seat above, whence the goodher 
cluld 1 love 

Is away 

Here the sights we saw together moved lua fincy lihe 
a feather 

To arid fro, 

Now to wonder, and thereafter to the sunny storm of 
laughter 


Loud and low — 
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Sights engraven on storied pages where man’s tale of 
seven swift ages 

All was told — 

Seen of eyes yet bright from heaven— for the lips that 
laughed were seven 

Sweet years old* 
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"WnY should May remember 
March, if March forget 
The days that began mth December, 

The nights that a Crost could fret ? 

All their gnds are done with 
Now the bnght months bless 
Fit sods to rejoice in the sun with, 

Fit heads for Uie wind’s caress , 

Souls of children quick cning 
Wth the whole worlds mirth, 

Heads tloseher than field flowers thickening 
That crowd and lUuirunate earth, 

Now that May’s call musters 
Files of baby bands 
To marshal m joyfuller dusters 
Than the flowers that encumber tbeu hand* 

Yet morose November 
Found them no less gay, 

With nought to forget or remember 
Less bnght than a branch of may 
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All the seasons moving 
Move their minds alike 
Applauding, acclaiming, approving 
All hours of the year that strike. 

So my heart may fret not, 

Wondering if my friend 
Remember me not or forget not 
Or ever the month find end 

Not that love sows lighter 
Seed in children sown, 

But that life being lit in them brighter 
Moves fleeter than even our o^vn. 

May nor yet September 
Binds their hearts, that yet 
Remember, forget, and remember, 
Forget, and recall, and forget 
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As light on X lake s face moving 
Between a cloud and a cloud 
Till mght rechiiQ it, repronng 
The heart that exults too loud, 

The heart that watching rejoices 
^\^^en soft It swims into sight 
Applauded of all the voices 
And stars of the windy night, 

So bnef and unsure, but sweeter 
Than ever a mooadawn smiled. 
Moves, measured of no tunes metre, 
ITie song in the soul of a child , 

The song that the sw’ect soul singing 
Half listens, and hardly hears, 
Though sweeter than joy bells tinging 
And brighter than joy's own tears , 

The song that remembrance of pleasure 
Begins, and forgetfulness en,ds 
Wth a Soft swift change la the measure 
That nags in remembrance of fnends 
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As the moon on the lake’s face flashes, 
So haply may gleam at whiles 
A dream through the dear deep lashes 
"Whereunder a child’s eye smiles, 

And the least of us all that love him 
May take for a moment part 
With angels around and above him, 
And I find place in his heart- 



X DARK MONTK 


rxu 

Chilo, were you lunless and lonely— 
Dear, were jon Ian to tnc — 

My love were compassionate cniy 
Or such as it needs would be. 

But eyes of father and motlier 
lake sunl ght shed on you shine 

What need y ou have heed of another 
Such new strange lose as is mine? 

It IS not meet if unruly 

Hands take of the chi'drcn's bread 

And cast it to dogs , but truly 
The dogs after all would be fed 

On crumbs from the chDdren's table 
That crumble, dropped from above; 

My heart feeds, fed with unstable 
boose waifr of a child s light lore. 

Though lore in your heart were brittle 
As glass that breaks with a touch. 

You haply would lend him a little 
Who surely would give you much 
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Here is a rough 
Rude sketch of my friend, 
Faint-coloured enough 
And unworthily penned. 

Fearlessly fair 
And triumphant he stands, 
And holds unaware 
Friends’ hearts in liis hands ; 

Stalwart and straight 

As an oak that should bring 
Forth gallant and great 
Fresh roses in spring. 

On the paths of his pleasure 
All graces that wait 
What metre shall measure 
What rhyme shall relate 

Each action, each motion, 

Each feature, each limb, 
Demands a devotion 
In honour of him : 
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Head ibat the hand 

OfagodtDi^tha'^*^^”^ 
Laid lustrous and bland 
On the cun e of its crest * 


Mouth sweeter than cherries 
K-cen eyes as of Mars 
Browner than beines 

And bnghtet than stars. 


Hot colour nor wordy 
Weak song can declare 
The stature how sturdy, 
How stalwart his air 


As akingwhisbnght 

Presence chamber may be, 
So seems he m height— 

Twice Ugher than your kne' 


As a wamor sedate 

Wish reserve of his power, 
So seems he m state— 

As taU as ft flower. 


As a rose overtowenng 
The ranks of the rest 
That beneath It he cowermg, 
Less bnght than their best 
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And his hands are as sunny 
As ruddy ripe com 

Or the browner-hued honey 
From heather-bells borne. 

When summer sits proudest, 
Fulfilled with its mirth. 

And rapture is loudest 
In air and on earth, 

The suns of all hours 
That have ripened the roots 

Bring forth not such flowers 
And beget not such fruits. 

And well though I know it, 

As fain would I write, 

Child, never a poet 
Could praise you aright 

I bless you ? the blessing 
Were less than a jest 

Too poor for expressing j 
I come to be bles^ 

With humble and dutiful 
Heart, from above : 

Bless me, O my beautiful 
Innocent love I 
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This rhyme m your praise 

Wth a smile was begun, 

But the goal of his ways 
la uncovered to none, 

Nor pervious till alter 
The limit impend , 

U 15 not in laughter 

These ihymca of you end. 
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XIV, 


SprinGj and fall, and summer, and winter, 

Which may Earth love least of them all, 

Whose arms embrace as their signs imprint her, 
Summer, or winter, or spring, or fall ? 

The clear-eyed spring with the wood-birds mating, 
The rose-red summer with eyes aglow, 

The yellow fall with serene eyes waiting, 

The wild- eyed winter with hair all snow ? 

Springes eyes are soft, but if frosts benumb her 
As winter's o^vn will her shrewd breath sting : 

Storms may rend the raiment of summer, 

And fall grow bitter as harsh-lipped spring. 

One sign for summer and winter guides me, 

One for spring, and the like for fall : 

Whichever from sight of my friend divides 
That is the worst ill season of all. 
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ORSE tlian inter !s spring 
ir I come not to sight of my king 
But then i^hat u spring mil it be 
^VTien my king takes homage of me t 

J send his grace from afar 
Homage, as though to a star , 

As a shepherd whose flock takes flight 
May worship a star by nighL 

As a flock that a wolf is upon 
Jly songs take flight and are gone 
No heart is in any to sing 
Aught but the praise of my kin^ 

ram would I once and again 
Sing deeds and passions of men 
But ever a child s head gleams 
Between my work and my dreams. 

Between my hand and my eyes 
The lines of a small face rise, 

^od the lines I trace and retrace 
A« none but those of the Ucc. 
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XVI. 


Till the tale of all this flock of days alike 
All be done, 

Weary days of waiting till the month’s hand strike 
Thirty-one, 

Till the clock’s hand of the month break off, and end 
With the clock, 

Till the last and whitest sheep at last be penned 
Of the flock, 

I their shepherd keep the count of night and day 
Witli my song, 

Though my song be, like this month which once was 
May, 

All too long* 
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On old Gicol. eyes »> 

Bjt mJier fcxd it pv« 

To shape him hhe a ch"^^ 

No fare Ml gKiwn of aD oar dwrest 

SoLsl^ttMiiUoardaiVn-sa.ii«te 

Most loved of aU oar h-aits bo d ii«'cst 
So fir oatshmes the ran. 


\s when with slv shy smi’es that feign 
Doabt If the hoar be acar, Uie time 
Fit to hreat ©7 ny work agam 
Or sport of prose or rhyme, 


My fnend peers ta oa n-e with 
M ISC face, aad though the sky stay 


The very light of day. the very 
Sun $ self comes in with him. 
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XVIIl. 

Out of sight, 

Out of mind i 
Could the light 
Prove unkind? 

Can the sun 
Quite forget 
AVhat was done 
Ere he set? 

Does the moon 
IVhen she wanes 
Leave no tune 
That remains 

In the void 
Shell of night 
Overcloyed 
Wth her light? 

Must the shore 
At low tide 
Feel no more 
Hope or pride, 
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No intense 
Joy to tWi 
la the sense 
Of the sea— 

Id the pulses 
Of her shocks 
It repulses, 
ttlien Its rocks 

Thrill and ruig 
As inth glee? 
Has my king 
Cast off me, 

DO bird 
Flying south 
Eniigs one word 
From his mouth? 


Hot the ghost 
Of a word 
Riding post 
Have 1 heard. 

Since the day 
^^’hen my long 
Took away 
Wth him spnng, 
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And the cup 
Of each flower 
Shrivelled up 
That same hour, 

With no light 
Left behind. 

Out of sight. 

Out ot mind ! 
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Because I adore ytm 
And fall 

On the knew of my spmt before you 
After all, 

You need not insult, 

Wtlf neglect, though your spirit erult 
In the spring, 

Eien me, though not worth, 

God Icnows, 

One word of you sent me m tmrlh, 

Or one rose 

Out of all m your garden 

That grow . 

^^'here the frost and the wind nei er hard 
Flakes of snow, 

Not ever is ram 
At all. 

But the roses rejourn to lemain 
Fair and tall— 
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The roses of love, 

More sweet 

Than blossoms that rain frorn above 
Round our feet, 

When under high bowers 
We pass. 

Where the west wind freckles with flowers 
All the grass. 

But a child's thoughts bear 
More bright 

Sweet visions by day, and more fair 
Dreams by night, 

Than summer's whole treasure 
Can be : 

What am I that his thought should take pleasure, 
Then, in me ? 

I am only my love's 
True lover. 

With a nestful of songs, like doves 
Under cover, 

That I bring in my cap 
Fresh caught, 

To be laid on my small king's lap^ -- 
Worth iust nought. 
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Y<lit haply t3:i»y^P 

Ihc 'iflirth ia bJ Ttin* is « «P 

In a tree, 

wm remcittber rae too 

E^the SLit be thotcwgyy throngb 
or this May- 
or peiehancc, if mdi grace 

Som^^rSt I dreara of his ficev 

jjream of cie. 

Or if this be too high 
A hope 

For me to prefigure ia »y 
Horoscope, 

He may dream of the plate 
mere we , _ 

Bashed once in the light of his face, 
Who now see 


Nought bnghtcr, not one 
Thing bnght. 

Than the stars and the moon 
Day tioT iLght 


and tb* sun. 
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Day by darkling day, 

Overpassing, bears away 
Somewhat of the burden of tiiis weary May. 

Night by numbered night, 

Waning, brings more near in sight 
Hope that grows to vision of my heart’s delight 

Nearer seems to bum 
In the dawn’s rekindling um 
Flame of fragrant incense, hailing his return. 


Louder seems each bird 
In the brightening branches heard 
Still to speak some ever more delightful word. 


All the mists that swim 
Round the dawns that grow less dim 
Still wax brighter and more bright with hope of hiin 
z 
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AU ihc $vii 3 that me 

^nag that day more near our ejc* 

When the sight of him shall dear out dotded sTuM. 

AH the wads that roam 
Fruitfal fields or fniitl'ss foam 
Blow the bnght hour near th-t brings h s bnghi 
face home 
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I HEAR of two far hence 
In a garden met, 

And the fragrance blown from thence 
Fades not yet. 

The one is seven years old, 

And my friend is he : 

But the years of the other have told 
Eighty-three. 

To hear these twain converse 
Or to see them greet 

Were sweeter than softest verse 
May be sweet. 

The hoar old gardener there 
AVith an eye more mild 

Perchance than his mild white hair 
Meets the child. 

I had rather hear the w’ords 
That the ttrafa eA'change 

Than the songs of all the birds 
There that range, 
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Can, cHirp, w<J 

ThTO^sh 0« gardfabri* 

ThoJC two beads, 

Andwbicb maybobcf^ 

IleW in heaven or those 

Ormores^orthbewfithaniaU 

No man know*. 
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XKXT. 


Of such is the kingdom of heaven. 

No glory that ever was shed 

From the crowning star of the seven 
That crown the north world*s head, 

No word that ever was spoken 
Of human or godlike tongue, 

Gave ever such godlike token 
Since human harps were strung* 

No sign tliat ever was given 
To failliful or faithless eyes 

Showed ever beyond clouds riven 
So clear a Paradise. 

Earth^s creeds may be seventy times seven 
And blood have defiled each creed : 

Lf of such be the kingdom of heaven, 

It must be heaven indeed. 
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TJti: mad oa Ihe dOTrus w bngb* 
As chojjh from tho ssa 
Ard moro ng and risHt 
TaVe ecmfort again mih nic 


He IS nt-aret lo^v, 

Each nighi lo each morning saiih. 
Whose rcti*m shall rcvnedciJ May 
W tth the balm of Jus breath. 


The Ecnset says to the moon. 

He IS nearer to-rught 
WTos-e coming m June 
Is loohed for more than the light 


Bird answers to bird. 

Hour pas'es the sign on to hour, 
And for ;oy of the bnght news heard 
Flower murmnrs to flower 



A DARK MONTH, 


343 


The ways that were glad of his feet 
In the woods that he knew 
Grow softer to meet 
The sense of his footfall anew. 

He is near now as day, 

Says hope to the new-born light : 
He is near now as June is to May, 
Siys love to die night 
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GooDtVmgsUeep to console me 
For lack, of the best of all, 

A child to command and control me, 
•Bid come and remain at his calL 

Sun, wind, and woodland and highhio^ 
Give all that ever they gave 
But my vorld is a culturcless island. 
My spint a masterlcss slave. 

And friends arc about me, and^ttcr 
At surnmons of no stand 
But I pme for the touch of a fetter, 
The curb of a strong king’s hand. 

Each hour of the day m her season 
Is rome to be served as I wih 
And for no more exquisite reason 
Ate all served idly and flJ. 
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By slavery my sense is corrupted, 

My soul not fit to be free : 

I ^ould fain be controlled, interrupted, 
Compelled as a thrall may be. 

For fault of spur and of bridle 
I tire of my stall to death : 

My sail flaps joyless and idle 
For want of a small child's breath. 
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HiTER and whilst 
Ttie oark lines grow, 

And broader opens and brighter 
The sense of the text below 

NighHall and morrow 
Bring nigher the boy 
\Vhom wanting we want not sorrow, 

^^'hoal having we want no joj 

Clearer and clearer 
The sweet sense grans 
or the word which hath summer for hearer, 
The word on the bps of the rose. 

Dutbdy dwindles 
Each deathlike day. 

Till June reansing rekindles 
The depth of the darkness of Hay 
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* Tn his bnghi tadUiucc and coUateml li^ht 
Must I h: comforted y not in his sphac' 


Stars in heaven are many, 
Suns in heaven but one : 

Nor for man may any 
Star supplant the sun, 

Many a child as joyous 
As our far-off king 

Meets as though to annoy us 
In the paths ot spiing. 

Sure as spring gives warning, 
All things dance in tune : 

Sun on Easter morning, 
Cloud and uandy moon, 

Stars between the tossing 
Boughs of tuneful tiees, 

Sails of ships recrossing 
Leagues of dancing seas y 
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Best, in a31 this pUytimc, 

Best of all m 

Gills more glad than Majtime, 

Boys more bnght than June, 


llwed with all those dances, 
Far through field and street 
Sing their silent glances, 

Ring their radiant feet 


Flowers wheremth May crowned 
Fall ere June he crowned i 
Children blossom round us 
All the whole year round. 

Is the garland worthless 
For one rose the less, 

And the feast made mirthless ? 
Love, at least, sap yes 

Strange it were, with many 
Stars enkmdling air, 

Should but one find any 

Welcome strange it were, 

Had one star alone won 
Praise for light from dr 
Nay, love needs his own one 
Bright parUculai star 
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Hope and recollection 
Only lead him right 

In its bright reflection 
And collateral light 

Find as yet we may not 
Comfort in its sphere ; 

Yet these days will weigh not 
When it warms us here ; 

When full-orbed it rises, 

Now divined afar : 

None in all the skies is 
Half so good a star \ 

None that seem importune 
Till a sign be won : 

Star of our good fortune. 

Rise and reign^ oar sim } 
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1 r\5S by the srnjll worn nov fOTlotn 
UTierc once eadi night as 1 passed I inew 
A child's bright sleep from even to mom 
Made svcct the whole night througli. 

As a soundless shell, as a songless ne«t. 
Seems now die room that ivas radiant then 
\t)d fragrant with his happier rest 
Than that of slumbering men. 

The day therein is less than the day. 

The night is indeed night now therein 
Heavier the darh seems there to weigh, 

And slower the dawns begin. 

As a nest fulfilled with bird^ as a shell 
Fulfilled witlr breath of a god’s own hymn, 
Again shall be this bare blank cell. 

Made sweet again mtli hum 
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Spring darkens before ns, 
A flame going down, 
With chant from the chorus 
Of days nathout crown — 
Cloud, rain, and sonorous 
Soil wind on the down. 


She is wearier not of us 
Than we of the dream 
That spring was to love us 
And joy was to gleam 
Through the shadow’s above us 
That shift as they stream. 


Half dark and half hoary, 
Float far on the loud 
Mild wind, as a glory 
Half pale and half proud 
From the twilight of story, 
Her tresses of doud ; 
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like phantoms that ghmmer 
Of glones of old « 
With ever yet dimmer 
Pale aiclets of gold 
As darkness grows gnmmer 
And meraoiy more cold. 

Like hope growing dearer 
With wane of the moon. 
Shines toward ns the nearer 
Gold frontlet of June, 
And a face with it dearer 
Than midsummer noon. 
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You send me your love in a letter, 
I send you my love in a song : 

Ah child, your gift is the better, 
Mine does you but wong. 

1^0 ihroiv briul^ 

No praise, were it wide as eaiih. 

Is worth so much as a little 
Child's love may be worth. 

We see the diildren above us 
As they might angels above : 

Come back to us, child, if you love 
And bring us your love. 
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No time for books or for letters • 
UTiat time should there be ? 

No room for tusks and their fet^a^ 
Full room to be free. 


The wind and the sun and the Maytime 
Had never a guest 

More worthy the roost that his playtunc 
Could give of Its best 


If ram should come on, peradventure, 
^But sunshine forbid ') 

Vain hope in us haply might venture 
To dream as it did. 

But never may come, of alt comers 
Least w ekome, the ram, 

To mix with his servant the summer's 
Rose garlanded tram 1 
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He would write, but his hours are as busy 
As bees in the sun, 

And the jubilant whirl of their dizzy 
Dance never is done. 

The message is more than a letter, 

Let love understand, 

And the thought of his joys even better 
Than sight of his hand. 
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Wiv:>, high sDw\ed, full hearted 
South west 'Wind of the spring I 
Ere Apnl and earth had jjartcd, 

SU(*s, bn^jht \nth ihy fonwd wing, 

Grew dith m an hour in Jj the bhadow behind it, tlmt 
bade not a bird dare sing 

IVind whose feet are sunny, 

\1 md nhose wings are cloud, 

IVjth lips more sweet than honey 

Still, spcalt they low or loud, ^ 

PejOice now again jn the strength of thme heart let 
the depth of thy soul wax proud 


^Ve hear thee singing or sighing, 

Just not given to sight. 

All but visibly fljing 
Between t’'e douds and the light, 

And the light in ciut hearts is cnbndlcd, the shadow 
therein of the clouds put to (light 



A DARK MONTH 


357 


From the gift of thine hands wc gather 
The core of the flowers therein, 

Keen glad heart of heather, 

Hot sweet heart of whin, 

Tw^in breaths in thy godlike breath close blended of 
wild spring’s wildest of kin. 


All but visibly beating 

We feel thy wings in the far 
Clear waste, and the plumes of them fleeting, 
Soft as swan’s plumes are, 

And strong as a wild swan’s pinions, and swift as the 
flash of the flight of a star. 


As the flight of a planet enkindled 
Seems thy far soft flight 
Now Mny^s reign has dwindled 
And the crescent of June takes light 
And tlie presence of summer is here, and the hope of 
a welcomer presence in sight. 


Wind, sw^eet-souled, great-hearted 
Southwest wind on the wold I 
from us is a glory departed 
That now shall return as of old, 

Borne back on thy wnngs as an eagle’s expanding, and 
crowned Avith the sundawn’s gold. 
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There is not a flower but rejoices, 

There is not a leaf but has heard 
AU the fields find voices, 

AU the woods are stined 
There is not a nest but is bnghtei because of the 
coming ot one bright bird. 

Out of dawn and morning, 

Noon and afternoon. 

The sun to the n orld gives warning 
Of news that bnghtens the moon , 

And the stars all night eault with us, hearing of joy 
that shall come with June. 
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lor the roof overhead of the pines u astir with dehgM 
as of jubilant voices, 

And the floor underfoot of the bracken and heather 
alive as a heart that rtjoiccs. ' 

For the house that was childless awhile, and the 1 -ght 
of It darkened, the pulse of it dwindled, 

Kings radiant again with a child’s bright feet, with the 
bght of his face is rekindled. 

And the wavs of the roeadou’S that knew han. the 
sweep of the down that the shy’s belt closes. 
Crow gladder at heart than the soft wind mode them 
whose feet were but fragrant with roses. 

Though the fall of the year be upon us, who trusted 
m June and by June were defrauded, 

And the summer that brought us not back tlie dcsJC 
of our ej es be gone hence unappiauded 
For July came jojless among i.s, and August went 
out from us and and scenic. 

And the hope of our hearts, as it seemed, was no 
more than a flower that the seasons imperO, 

And the joj of out hearts, as it seemed, than a thought 
which regret had not heart to remember. 

Till four dark months ovcriiast were atoned for, and 
summer began m September ». 

Hark, April again as a b rd in the bouse with a chi’d'k 
voice hither and thither 

Sec, May in the garden again mth a child* face 
cheering the woods ere Uiey wither 
June Uuglis in the hght of his eyes, and July on the 
sunbnght chocks of him alombcrs, 
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And August glow's in a smile more sweet than the 
cadence of gold-raoutlied numbers. 

In the morning the sight of him brightens the sun, 
and the noon wth delight in him flushes, 

And the silence of nightfall is music about him as 
soft as the sleep that it hushes. 

V/e awake with a sense of a sunrise that is not a gift 
of the sundaWs giving, 

And a voice that salutes us is sweeter than all sounds 
else in the w orld of the living, 

And a presence that warms us is brighter than all in 
the world of our visions beholden, 

Thougli the dreams of our sleep w'ere as those that 
the light of a w'orld \vithout grief makes golden. 

For the best that the best of us ever devised as a 
likeness of heaven and its glory, 

TOiat was it of old, or what is it and w'ill be for ever, 
in song or in story, 

Or in shape or in colour of carven or painted resem* 
blance, adored of all ages, 

But a vision recorded of children alive in the pictures 
of old or the pages ? 

IVhere children are not, heaven is not, and heaven if 
they come not again shall be never ; 

But the face and the voice of a child are assurance of 
heaven and its promise for ever. 


Cb, Zfdg iV/n/<rrj, Cb/cAw/w, Zaxdim end 



